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POUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  FINDING  OF  THE  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

It  occurred  as  far  back  as  February  15,  1850.  It  hap¬ 
pened  on  that  day  that  the  yacht  Falcon  lay  becalmed 
upon  the  ocean  between  the  Canaries  and  the  Madeira 
Islands.  This  yacht  Falcon  was  the  property  of  Lord 
Featherstone,  who,  being  weary  of  life  in  England,  had 
taken  a  few  congenial  friends  for  a  winter’s  cruise  in 
these  southern  latitudes.  They  had  visited  the  Azores, 
the  Canaries,  and  the  Madeira  Islands,  and  were  now 
on  their  way  to  the  Mediterranean. 

The  wind  had  failed,  a  deep  calm  had  succeeded,  and 
everywhere,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  the  water 
was  smooth  and  glassy.  The  yacht  rose  and  fell  at  the 
impulse  of  the  long  ocean  undulations,  and  the  creaking 
of  the  spars  sounded  out  a  lazy  accompaniment  to  the 
motion  of  the  vessel.  All  around  was  a  watery  horizon, 
except  in  one  place  only,  towards  the  south,  where  far  in 
the  distance  the  Peak  of  Teneriffe  rose  into  the  air. 

The  profound  calm,  the  warm  atmosphere,  the  slow 
pitching  of  the  yacht,  and  the  dull  creaking  of  the  spars 
all  combined  to  lull  into  a  state  of  indolent  repose 
the  people  on  board.  Forward  were  the  crew  ;  some 
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asleep,  others  smoking,  others  playing  cards.  At  the 
stern  were  Qxenden,  the  intimate  friend  of  Feather- 
stone,  and  Dr.  Congreve,  who  had  come  in  the  double 
capacity  of  friend  and  medical  attendant.  These  two, 
like  the  crew,  were  in  a  state  of  dull  and  languid  repose. 
Suspended  between  the  two  masts,  in  an  Indian  ham¬ 
mock,  lay  Featherstone,  with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth  and 
a  novel  in  his  hand,  which  he  was  pretending  to  read. 
The  fourth  member  of  the  party,  Melick,  was  seated 
near  the  mainmast,  folding  some  papers  in  a  peculiar 
way.  His  occupation  at  length  attracted  the  roving 
eyes  of  Featherstone,  who  poked  forth  his  head  from 
his  hammock,  and  said,  in  a  sleepy  voice  : 

“I  say,  Melick,  you’re  the  most  energetic  fellah  I 
ever  saw.  By  Jove  !  you’re  the  only  one  aboard  that’s 
busy.  What  are  you  doing  ?” 

“  Paper  boats,”  said  Melick,  in  a  business-like  tone. 

“  Paper  boats !  By  J ove !”  said  F eatherstone.  “  What 
for  ?” 

“  I’m  going  to  have  a  regatta,”  said  Melick.  “  Any¬ 
thing  to  kill  time,  you  know.” 

“By  Jove!”  exclaimed  Featherstone  again,  raising 
himself  higher  in  his  hammock,  “  that’s  not  a  bad  idea. 
A  wegatta  !  By  Jove  !  glowious  !  glowious  !  I  say, 
Oxenden,  did  you  hear  that?” 

“  What  do  you  mean  by  a  regatta  ?”  asked  Oxenden, 
lazily. 

“  Oh,  I  mean  a  race  with  these  paper  boats.  We  can 
bet  on  them,  you  know.” 

At  this  Featherstone  sat  upright,  with  his  legs  dang¬ 
ling  out  of  the  hammock. 

“By  Jove  !”  he  exclaimed  again.  “Betting  !  So  we 
can.  Do  you  know,  Melick,  old  chap,  I  think  that’s  a 
wegular  piece  of  inspiration.  A  wegatta  !  and  we  can 
bet  on  the  best  boat.” 
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“  But  there  isn’t  any  wind,”  said  Oxenden. 

“Well,  you  know,  that’s  the  fun  of  it,”  said  Melick, 
who  went  solemnly  on  as  he  spoke,  folding  his  paper 
boats  ;  “  that’s  the  fun  of  it.  For  you  see  if  there  was 
a  wind  we  should  be  going  on  ourselves,  and  the  regatta 
couldn’t  come  off  ;  but,  as  it  is,  the  water  is  just  right. 
You  pick  out  your  boat,  and  lay  your  bet  on  her  to  race 
to  some  given  point.” 

“  A  given  point  ?  But  how  can  we  find  any  ?” 

“  Oh,  easily  enough  ;  something  or  anything — a  bub¬ 
ble  ’ll  do,  or  we  can  pitch  out  a  bit  of  wood.” 

Upon  this  Featherstone  descended  from  his  perch, 
and  came  near  to  examine  the  proceedings,  while  the 
other  two,  eager  to  take  advantage  of  the  new  excite¬ 
ment,  soon  joined  him.  By  this  time  Melick  had  fin¬ 
ished  his  paper  boats.  There  were  four  of  them,  and 
they  were  made  of  different  colors,  namely,  red,  green, 
yellow,  and  white. 

u  I’ll  put  these  in  the  water,”  said  Melick,  “and  then 
we  can  lay  our  bets  on  them  as  we  choose.  But  first  let 
us  see  if  there  is  anything  that  can  be  taken  as  a  point 
of  arrival.  If  there  isn’t  anything,  I  can  pitch  out  a 
bit  of  wood  in  any  direction  which  may  seem  best.” 

Saying  this,  he  went  to  the  side,  followed  by  the  oth¬ 
ers,  and  all  looked  out  carefully  over  the  water. 

“  There’s  a  black  speck  out  there,”  said  Oxenden. 

“  So  there  is,”  said  Featherstone.  “That’ll  do.  I 
wonder  what  it  is  ?” 

“  Oh,  a  bit  of  timber,”  said  Melick.  “  Probably  the 
spar  of  some  ship.” 

“  It  don’t  look  like  a  spar,”  said  the  doctor ;  “  it’s  only 
a  round  spot,  like  the  float  of  some  net.” 

“  Oh,  it’s  a  spar,”  said  Melick.  “  It’s  one  end  of  it, 
the  rest  is  under  water.” 

The  spot  thus  chosen  was  a  dark,  circular  object, 
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about  a  hundred  yards  away,  and  certainly  did  look 
very  much  like  the  extremity  of  some  spar,  the  rest  of 
which  was  under  water.  Whatever  it  was,  however,  it 
served  well  enough  for  their  present  purpose,  and  no 
one  took  any  further  interest  in  it,  except  as  the  point 
towards  wrhich  the  paper  boats  should  run  in  their  event¬ 
ful  race. 

Melick  now  let  himself  down  over  the  side,  and  placed 
the  paper  boats  on  the  water  as  carefully  as  possible. 
After  this  the  four  stood  watching  the  little  fleet  in 
silence.  The  wrater  was  perfectly  still,  and  there  was  no 
perceptible  wind,  but  there  were  draughts  of  air  caused 
by  the  rise  and  fall  of  the  yacht,  and  these  affected  the 
tiny  boats.  Gradually  they  drew  apart,  the  green  one 
drifting  astern,  the  yellow  one  remaining  under  the  ves¬ 
sel,  while  the  red  and  the  white  were  carried  out  in  the 
direction  where  they  wrere  expected  to  go,  with  about  a 
foot  of  space  between  them. 

“Two  to  one  on  the  red  !”  cried  Featlierstone,  betting 
on  the  one  which  had  gained  the  lead. 

“Done,”  said  Melick,  promptly  taking  his  offer. 

Oxenden  made  the  same  bet,  which  was  taken  by  Me¬ 
lick  and  the  doctor. 

Other  bets  were  now  made  as  to  the  direction  which 
they  would  take,  as  to  the  distance  by  which  the  red 
would  beat  the  white,  as  to  the  time  which  would  be 
occupied  by  the  race,  and  as  to  fifty  other  things  which 
need  not  be  mentioned.  All  took  part  in  this  ;  the  ex¬ 
citement  rose  high  and  the  betting  went  on  merrily.  At 
length  it  was  noticed  that  the  white  was  overhauling  the 
red.  The  excitement  grew  intense  ;  the  betting  changed 
its  form,  but  was  still  kept  up,  until  at  last  the  two  paper 
boats  seemed  blended  together  in  one  dim  spot  which 
gradually  faded  out  of  sight. 

,  It  was  now  necessary  to  determine  the  state  of  the  race, 
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so  Featherstone  ordered  out  the  boat.  The  four  were 
soon  embarked,  and  the  men  rowed  out  towards  the  point 
which  had  been  chosen  as  the  end  of  the  race.  On  com¬ 
ing  near  they  found  the  paper  boats  stuck  together,  satu¬ 
rated  with  water,  and  floating  limp  on  the  surface.  An 
animated  discussion  arose  about  this.  Some  of  the  bets 
were  off,  but  others  remained  an  open  question,  and  each 
side  insisted  upon  a  different  view  of  the  case.  In  the 
midst  of  this  Featherstone’s  attention  was  drawn  to  the 
dark  spot  already  mentioned  as  the  goal  of  the  race. 

“  That’s  a  queer-looking  thing,”  said  he,  suddenly. 
“Pull  up,  lads,  a  little  ;  let’s  see  what  it  is.  It  doesn’t 
look  to  me  like  a  spar.” 

The  others,  always  on  the  lookout  for  some  new 
object  of  interest,  were  attracted  by  these  words,  and 
looked  closely  at  the  thing  in  question.  The  men  pulled. 
The  boat  drew  nearer. 

“It’s  some  sort  of  floating  vessel,”  said  Oxenden. 

“It’s  not  a  spar,”  said  Melick,  who  was  at  the  bow. 

And  as  he  said  this  he  reached  out  and  grasped  at  it. 
He  failed  to  get  it,  and  did  no  more  than  touch  it.  It 
moved  easily  and  sank,  but  soon  came  up  again.  A 
second  time  he  grasped  at  it,  and  with  both  hands.  This 
time  he  caught  it,  and  then  lifted  it  out  of  the  water  into 
the  boat.  These  proceedings  had  been  watched  with 
the  deepest  interest ;  and  now,  as  this  curious  floating 
thing  made  its  appearance  among  them,  they  all  crowd¬ 
ed  around  it  in  eager  excitement. 

“  It  looks  like  a  can  of  preserved  meat,”  said  the  doc¬ 
tor. 

“It  certainly  is  a  can,”  said  Melick,  “for  it’s  made  of 
metal ;  but  as  to  preserved  meat,  I  have  my  doubts.” 

The  article  in  question  was  made  of  metal,  and  was 
cylindrical  in  shape.  It  was  soldered  tight,  and  evi¬ 
dently  contained  something.  It  was  about  eighteen 
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inches  long  and  eight  wide.  The  nature  of  the  metal 
was  not  easily  perceptible,  for  it  was  coated  with  slime, 
and  covered  over  about  half  its  surface  with  barnacles  ' 
and  sea-weed.  It  was  not  heavv,  and  would  have  floated 
higher  out  of  the  water  had  it  not  been  for  these  encum- 

O 

brances. 

“  It’s  some  kind  of  preserved  meat,”  said  the  doctor. 

“  Perhaps  something  good  —  game,  I  dare  say  —  yes, 
Yorkshire  game-pie.  They  pot  all  sorts  of  things  now.” 

“If  it’s  game,”  said  Oxenden,  “it’ll  be  rather  high 
by  this  time.  Man  alive  !  look  at  those  weeds  and 
shells.  It  must  have  been  floating  for  ages.” 

“It’s  my  belief,”  said  Featherstone,  “that  it’s  part 
of  the  provisions  laid  in  by  Noah  for  his  long  voyage 
in  the  ark.  So  come,  let’s  open  it,  and  see  what  sort 
of  diet  the  antediluvians  had.” 

“It  may  be  liquor,”  said  Oxenden. 

Melick  shook  his  head. 

“No,”  said  he  ;  “there’s  something  inside,  but  what¬ 
ever  it  is,  it  isn’t  liquor.  It’s  odd,  too.  The  thing  is 
of  foreign  make,  evidently.  I  never  saw  anything  like 
it  before.  It  may  be  Chinese.” 

“By  Jove !”  cried  Featherstone,  “this  is  getting  ex¬ 
citing.  Let’s  go  back  to  the  yacht  and  open  it.” 

The  men  rowed  back  to  the  yacht. 

“It’s meat  of  some  sort,” continued  the  doctor.  “I’m 
certain  of  that.  It  has  come  in  good  time.  We  can 
have  it  for  dinner.” 

“You  may  have  my  share,  then,”  said  Oxenden.  “I 
hereby  give  and  bequeath  to  you  all  my  right,  title, 
and  iuterest  in  and  to  anything  in  the  shape  of  meat 
that  may  be  inside.” 

“  Meat  cans,”  said  Melick,  “  are  never  so  large  as 
that.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  know  about  that,”  said  the  doctor. 
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“  They  make  up  pretty  large  packages  of  pemmican  for 
the  arctic  expeditions.” 

“But  they  never  pack  up  pemmican  in  copper  cylin¬ 
ders,”  said  Melick,  who  had  been  using  his  knife  to 
scrape  off  the  crust  from  the  vessel. 

“  Copper  !”  exclaimed  Oxenden.  “Is  it  copper?” 

“  Look  for  yourselves,”  said  Melick,  quietly. 

They  all  looked,  and  could  see,  where  the  knife  had 
cut  into  the  vessel,  that  it  was  as  he  said.  It  was  cop¬ 
per. 

“  It’s  foreign  work,”  said  Melick.  “  In  England  we 
make  tin  cans  for  everything.  It  may  be  something 
that’s  drifted  out  from  Mogadore  or  some  port  in  Mo¬ 
rocco.” 

“  In  that  case,”  said  Oxenden,  “  it  may  contain  the 
mangled  remains  of  one  of  the  wives  of  some  Moorish 
pasha.” 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  yacht  and  hur¬ 
ried  aboard.  All  were  eager  to  satisfy  their  curios¬ 
ity.  Search  was  made  for  a  cold-chisel,  but  to  no  pur¬ 
pose.  Then  Featherstone  produced  a  knife  which  was 
used  to  open  sardine  boxes;  but  after  a  faithful  trial 
this  proved  useless.  At  length  Melick,  who  had  gone 
off  in  search  of  something  more  effective,  made  his 
appearance,  armed  with  an  axe.  With  this  he  attacked 
the  copper  cylinder,  and  by  means  of  a  few  dexterous 
blows  succeeded  in  cutting  it  open.  Then  he  looked  in. 

“What  do  you  see?”  asked  Featherstone. 

“  Something,”  said  Melick,  “  but  I  can’t  quite  make  it 
out.” 

“If  you  can’t  make  it  out,  then  shake  it  out,”  said 
Oxenden. 

Upon  this  Melick  took  the  cylinder,  turned  it  up¬ 
side  down,  shook  it  smartly,  and  then  lifted  it  and 
pounded  it  against  the  deck.  This  served  to  loosen 


8 


A  Strange  Manuscript 


the  contents,  which  seemed  tightly  packed,  hut  came 
gradually  down  until  at  length  they  could  he  seen 
and  drawn  forth.  Melick  drew  them  forth,  and  the 
contents  of  the  mysterious  copper  cylinder  resolved 
themselves  into  two  packages. 

The  sight  of  these  packages  only  served  to  inten¬ 
sify  their  curiosity.  If  it  had  heen  some  species  of 
food  it  would  at  once  have  revealed  itself,  hut  these 
packages  suggested  something  more  important.  What 
could  they  he?  Were  there  treasures  inside — jewels, 
or  golden  ornaments  from  some  Moorish  seraglio,  or 
strange  coin  from  far  Cathay? 

One  of  the  packages  was  very  much  larger  than  the 
other.  It  was  enclosed  in  wrappers  made  of  some  coarse 
kind  of  felt,  hound  tight  with  strong  cords.  The  other 
was  much  smaller,  and  was  folded  in  the  same  material 
without  being  hound.  This  Melick  seized  and  began  to 
open. 

“Wait  a  minute,”  said  Featherstone.  “Let’s  make 
a  bet  on  it.  Five  guineas  that  it’s  some  sort  of  jew¬ 
els  !” 

“  Done,”  said  Oxenden. 

Melick  opened  the  package,  and  it  was  seen  that 
Featherstone  had  lost.  There  were  no  jewels,  hut 
one  or  two  sheets  of  something  that  looked  like  pa¬ 
per.  It  was  not  paper,  however,  hut  some  vegetable 
product  which  was  used  for  the  same  purpose.  The 
surface  was  smooth,  hut  the  color  was  dingy,  and  the 
lines  of  the  vegetable  fibres  were  plainly  discernible. 
These  sheets  were  covered  with  writing. 

“  Halloa!”  cried  Melick.  “  Why,  this  is  English  !” 

At  this  the  others  crowded  around  to  look  on,  and 
Featherstone  in  his  excitement  forgot  that  he  had  lost 
his  bet.  There  were  three  sheets,  all  covered  with 
writing  —  one  in  English,  another  in  French,  and  3, 
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third  in  German.  It  was  the  same  message,  written 
in  these  three  different  languages.  Bnt  at  that  mo¬ 
ment  they  scarcely  noticed  this.  All  that  they  saw 
was  the  message  itself,  with  its  mysterious  meaning. 

It  was  as  follows: 

“To  the  finder  of  this: 

“  Sir, — I  am  an  Englishman,  and  have  been  carried  by  a  series 
of  incredible  events  to  a  land  from  which  escape  is  as  impossible 
as  from  the  grave.  I  have  written  this  and  committed  it  to  the 
sea,  in  the  hope  that  the  ocean  currents  may  bear  it  within  the 
reach  of  civilized  man.  Oh,  unknown  friend!  whoever  you  are. 
I  entreat  you  to  let  this  message  be  made  known  in  some  way  to 
my  father,  Henry  More,  Keswick,  Cumberland,  England,  so  that 
he  may  learn  the  fate  of  his  son.  The  MS.  accompanying  this 
contains  an  account  of  my  adventures,  which  I  should  like  to 
have  forwarded  to  him.  Do  this  for  the  sake  of  that  mercy  which 
you  may  one  day  wish  to  have  shown  to  yourself. 

“Adam  More.” 

“  By  Jove  !”  cried  Featherstone,  as  lie  read  the  above, 
“this  is  really  getting  to  be  something  tremendous.” 

“This  other  package  must  be  the  manuscript,”  said 
Oxenden,  “  and  it’ll  tell  all  about  it.” 

“  Such  a  manuscript  ’ll  be  better  than  meat,”  said  the 
doctor,  sententiously. 

Melick  said  nothing,  but,  opening  his  knife,  he  cut 
the  cords  and  unfolded  the  wrapper.  He  saw  a  great 
collection  of  leaves,  just  like  those  of  the  letter,  of 
some  vegetable  substance,  smooth  as  paper,  and  cov¬ 
ered  with  writing. 

“  It  looks  like  Egyptian  papyrus,”  said  the  doctor. 
‘That  was  the  common  paper  of  antiquity.” 

“Never  mind  the  Egyptian  papyrus,”  said  Feath¬ 
erstone,  in  feverish  curiosity.  “Let’s  have  the  con¬ 
tents  of  the  manuscript.  You,  Melick,  read  ;  you’re 
the  most  energetic  of  the  lot,  and  when  you’re  tired 
the  rest  of  us  will  take  turns,” 
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“  Read  ?  Why,  it’ll  take  a  month  to  read  all  this,” 
said  Melick. 

“  All  the  better,”  said  Featherstone;  “this  calm  will 
probably  last  a  month,  and  we  shall  have  nothing  to  in¬ 
terest  us.” 

Melick  made  no  further  objection.  He  was  as  ex- 
'  cited  as  the  rest,  and  so  he  began  the  reading  of  the 
manuscript. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

ADRIFT  IN  THE  ANTARCTIC  OCEAN. 

Mr  name  is  Adam  More.  I  am  the  son  of  Henry 
More,  apothecary,  Keswick,  Cumberland.  I  wras  mate 
of  the  ship  Trevelyan  (Bennet,  master),  which  was 
chartered  by  the  British  Government  to  convey  con¬ 
victs  to  Van  Pieman’ s  Land.  This  was  in  1843.  We 
made  our  voyage  without  any  casualty,  landed  our 
convicts  in  Hobart  Town,  and  then  set  forth  on  our 
return  home.  It  was  the  17th  of  December  when 
we  left.  From  the  first  adverse  winds  prevailed,  and 
in  order  to  make  any  progress  we  were  obliged  to 
keep  well  to  the  south.  At  length,  on  the  6th  of 
January,  we  sighted  Desolation  Island.  We  found  it, 
indeed,  a  desolate  spot.  In  its  vicinity  we  saw  a  mul¬ 
titude  of  smaller  islands,  perhaps  a  thousand  in  num¬ 
ber,  which  made  navigation  difficult,  and  forced  us  to 
hurry  away  as  fast  as  possible.  But  the  aspect  of  this 
dreary  spot  wras  of  itself  enough  to  repel  us.  There 
were  no  trees,  and  the  multitude  of  islands  seemed  like 
moss-covered  rocks;  wThile  the  temperature,  though  in 
the  middle  of  the  antarctic  summer,  was  from  38°  to 
58°  Fahr. 

In  order  to  get  rid  of  these  dangerous  islands  we 
stood  south  and  west,  and  at  length  found  ourselves 
in  south  latitude  65°,  longitude  60°  east.  We  were 
fortunate  enough  not  to  find  any  ice,  although  we 
were  within  fifteen  hundred  miles  of  the  South  Pole, 
and  far  within  that  impenetrable  icy  barrier  which, 
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in  1773,  had  arrested  the  progress  of  Captain  Cook. 
Here  the  wind  failed  ns,  and  we  lay  becalmed  and 
drifting.  The  sea  was  open  all  around  us,  except  to 
the  southeast,  where  there  was  a  low  line  along  the 
horizon  terminating  in  a  lofty  promontory;  but  though 
it  looked  like  land  we  took  it  for  ice.  All  around  us 
whales  and  grampuses  were  gambolling  and  spouting 
in  vast  numbers.  The  weather  was  remarkably  fine 
and  clear. 

For  two  or  three  days  the  calm  continued,  and  we 
drifted  along  helplessly,  until  at  length  we  found  our¬ 
selves  within  a  few  miles  of  the  promontory  above 
mentioned.  It  looked  like  land,  and  seemed  to  be  a 
rocky  island  rising  from  the  depths  of  the  sea.  It 
was,  however,  all  covered  with  ice  and  snow,  and  from 
this  there  extended  eastward  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach  an  interminable  line  of  ice,  but  towards  the  south¬ 
west  the  sea  seemed  open  to  navigation.  The  promon¬ 
tory  was  very  singular  in  shape,  rising  up  to  a  peak 
which  was  at  least  a  thousand  feet  in  height,  and  form¬ 
ing  a  striking  object,  easily  discovered  and  readily  iden¬ 
tified  by  any  future  explorer.  We  named  it,  after  our 
ship,  Trevelyan  Peak,  and  then  felt  anxious  to  lose  sight 
of  it  forever.  But  the  calm  continued,  and  at  length 
we  drifted  in  close  enough  to  see  immense  flocks  of 
seals  dotting  the  ice  at  the  foot  of  the  peak. 

Upon  this  I  proposed  to  Agnew,  the  second  mate, 
that  we  should  go  ashore,  shoot  some  seals,  and  bring 
them  back.  This  was  partly  for  the  excitement  of  the 
hunt,  and  partly  for  the  honor  of  landing  in  a  place 
never  before  trodden  by  the  foot  of  man.  Captain 
Bennet  made  some  objections;  but  he  was  old  and  cau¬ 
tious,  and  we  were  young  and  venturesome,  so  we 
laughed  away  his  scruples  and  set  forth.  We  did  not 
take  any  of  the  crew,  owing  to  the  captain’s  objections. 
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He  said  that  if  we  chose  to  throw  away  our  own  lives 
he  could  not  help  it,  but  that  he  would  positively  re¬ 
fuse  to  allow  a  single  man  to  go  with  us.  We  thought 
this  refusal  an  excess  of  caution  amounting  to  positive 
cowardice,  but  were  unable  to  change  his  mind.  The 
distance  was  not  great,  the  adventure  was  attractive, 
and  so  the  captain’s  gig  was  lowered,  and  in  this  Ag- 
new  and  I  rowed  ashore.  We  took  with  us  a  double- 
barrelled  rifle  apiece,  and  also  a  pistol.  Agnew  took  a 
glass. 

We  rowed  for  about  three  miles,  and  reached  the  edge 
of  the  ice,  which  extended  far  out  from  the  promon¬ 
tory.  Here  we  landed,  and  secured  the  boat  by  means 
of  a  small  grappling-iron,  which  we  thrust  into  the  ice. 
We  then  walked  towards  the  promontory  for  about  a 
mile,  and  here  we  found  a  multitude  of  seals.  These 
animals  were  so  fearless  that  they  made  not  the  slight¬ 
est  movement  as  we  came  up,  but  stared  at  us  in  an  in¬ 
different  way.  We  killed  two  or  three,  and  then  debated 
whether  to  go  to  the  promontory  or  not.  Agnew  was 
eager  to  go,  so  as  to  touch  the  actual  rock;  but  I  was 
satisfied  with  what  we  had  done,  and  was  now  desirous 
of  returning.  In  the  midst  of  this  I  felt  a  flake  of  snow 
on  my  cheek.  I  started  and  looked  up.  To  my  great 
surprise  I  saw  that  the  sky  had  changed  since  I  had  last 
noticed  it.  When  we  left  the  ship  it  was  clear  and  blue, 
but  now  it  was  overspread  with  dark,  leaden-colored 
clouds,  and  the  snow-flakes  that  had  fallen  were  ominous 
of  evil.  A  snow-storm  here,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  ice, 
was  too  serious  a  thing  to  be  disregarded.  But  one 
course  now  remained,  and  that  was  an  immediate  return 
to  the  ship. 

Each  of  us  seized  a  seal  and  dragged  it  after  us  to  the 
boat.  We  reached  it  and  flung  them  in.  Just  at  that 
moment  a  gun  sounded  over  the  water.  It  was  from 
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the  ship — the  signal  of  alarm — the  summons  from  the 
captain  for  our  return.  We  saw  now  that  she  had 
been  drifting  since  we  left  her,  and  had  moved  south¬ 
west  several  miles.  The  row  back  promised  to  be 
far  harder  than  the  pull  ashore,  and,  what  was  worse, 
the  wind  was  coming  up,  the  sea  was  rising,  and  the 
snow  was  thickening.  Neither  of  us  said  a  word.  We 
saw  that  our  situation  was  very  serious,  and  that  we 
had  been  very  foolhardy ;  but  words  were  useless 
now.  The  only  thing  to  be  done  was  to  pull  for 
the  ship  with  all  our  strength,  and  that  was  what  we 
did. 

So  we  pushed  off,  and  rowed  as  we  had  never  rowed 
before.  Our  progress  was  difficult.  The  sea  grew 
steadily  rougher  ;  the  wind  increased  ;  the  snow  thick¬ 
ened  ;  and,  worst  of  all,  the  day  was  drawing  to  a  close. 
We  had  miscalculated  both  as  to  distance  and  time. 
Even  if  it  had  continued  calm  we  should  have  had  to 
row  back  in  the  dark  ;  but  now  the  sun  was  setting,  and 
with  the  darkness  we  had  to  encounter  the  gathering 
storm  and  the  blinding  snow.  We  rowed  in  silence. 
At  every  stroke  our  situation  grew  more  serious.  The 
wind  was  from  the  south,  and  therefore  favored  us  to 
some  extent,  and  also  made  less  of  a  sea  than  would 
have  been  produced  by  a  wind  from  any  other  quarter  ; 
but  then  this  south  wind  brought  dangers  of  its  own, 
which  we  were  soon  to  feel  —  new  dangers  and  worse 
ones.  For  this  south  wind  drove  the  ship  farther  from 
us,  and  at  the  same  time  broke  up  the  vast  fields  of  ice 
and  impelled  the  fractured  masses  northward.  But  this 
was  a  danger  which  we  did  not  know  just  then.  At 
that  time  we  were  rowing  for  the  ship,  and  amid  the 
darkness  and  the  blinding  snow  and  the  dashing  waves 
we  heard  from  time  to  time  the  report  of  signal-guns 
fired  from  the  ship  to  guide  us  back.  These  were  our 
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only  guide,  for  the  darkness  and  the  snow  had  drawn 
the  ship  from  our  sight,  and  we  had  to  be  guided  by 
our  hearing  only. 

We  were  rowing  for  our  lives,  and  we  knew  it  ;  but 
every  moment  our  situation  grew  more  desperate.  Each 
new  report  of  the  gun  seemed  to  sound  farther  away. 
We  seemed  always  to  be  rowing  in  the  wrong  direction. 
At  each  report  we  had  to  shift  the  boat’s  course  some¬ 
what,  and  pull  towards  the  last  point  from  which  the 
gun  seemed  to  sound.  With  all  this  the  wind  was  in¬ 
creasing  rapidly  to  a  gale,  the  sea  was  rising  and  break¬ 
ing  over  the  boat,  the  snow  was  blinding  us  with  its  ever- 
thickening  sleet.  The  darkness  deepened,  and  at  length 
had  grown  so  intense  that  nothing  whatever  could  be 
seen — neither  sea  nor  sky,  not  even  the  boat  itself — yet 
we  dared  not  stop  ;  we  had  to  row.  Our  lives  depended 
on  our  efforts.  We  had  to  row,  guided  by  the  sound 
of  the  ship’s  gun,  which  the  ever-varying  wind  inces¬ 
santly  changed,  till  our  minds  grew  all  confused,  and 
we  rowed  blindly  and  mechanically. 

So  we  labored  for  hours  at  the  oars,  and  the  storm 
continually  increased,  and  the  sea  continually  rose,  while 
the  snow  fell  thicker  and  the  darkness  grew  intenser. 
The  reports  of  the  gun  now  grew  fainter ;  what  Was 
worse,  they  were  heard  at  longer  intervals,  and  this 
showed  us  that  Captain  Bennet  was  losing  heart ;  that 
he  was  giving  us  up  ;  that  he  despaired  of  finding  us, 
and  was  now  firing  only  an  occasional  gun  out  of  a 
mournful  sense  of  duty.  This  thought  reduced  us  to 
despair.  It  seemed  as  if  all  our  efforts  had  only  served 
to  take  us  farther  away  from  the  ship,  and  deprived  us 
of  all  motive  for  rowing  any  harder  than  was  barely 
necessary  to  keep  the  boat  steady.  After  a  time  Ag- 
new  dropped  his  oar  and  began  to  bail  out  the  boat — a 
work  which  was  needed  ;  for,  in  spite  of  our  care,  she 
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bad  shipped  many  seas,  and  was  one  third  full  of  water. 
He  worked  away  at  this  while  I  managed  the  boat,  and 
then  we  took  turns  at  hailing.  In  this  way  we  passed 
the  dreary  night. 

Morning  came  at  last.  The  wind  was  not  so  violent, 
but  the  snow  was  so  thick  that  we  could  only  see  for  a 
little  distance  around  us.  The  ship  was  nowhere  visi¬ 
ble,  nor  were  there  any  signs  of  her.  The  last  gun 
had  been  fired  during  the  night.  All  that  we  could 
see  was  the  dim  outline  of  a  gaunt  iceberg — an  omi¬ 
nous  spectacle.  Not  knowing  what  else  to  do  we  rowed 
on  as  before,  keeping  in  what  seemed  our  best  course, 
though  this  was  mere  conjecture,  and  we  knew  all  the 
time  that  we  might  be  going  wrong.  There  was  no 
compass  in  the  boat,  nor  could  we  tell  the  sun’s  posi¬ 
tion  through  the  thick  snow.  We  rowed  with  the 
wind,  thinking  that  it  was  blowing  towards  the  north, 
and  would  carry  us  in  that  direction.  We  still  hoped 
to  come  within  sound  of  the  ship’s  gun,  and  kept  strain¬ 
ing  our  ears  incessantly  to  hear  the  wished-for  report. 
But  no  such  sound  ever  came  again,  and  we  heard 
nothing  except  the  plash  of  the  waves  and  the  crash  of 
breaking  ice.  Thus  all  that  day  we  rowed  along,  rest¬ 
ing  at  intervals  when  exhausted,  and  then  resuming  our 
labors,  until  at  length  night  came  ;  and  again  to  the 
snow  and  ice  and  waves  was  added  the  horror  of  great 
darkness.  We  passed  that  night  in  deep  misery.  We 
had  eaten  nothing  since  we  left  the  ship,  but  though 
exhausted  by  long  fasting  and  severe  labor,  the  de¬ 
spair  of  our  hearts  took  away  all  desire  for  food.  We 
were  worn  out  with  hard  work,  yet  the  cold  was  too 
great  to  allow  us  to  take  rest,  and  we  were  compelled 
to  row  so  as  to  keep  ourselves  from  perishing.  But 
fatigue  and  drowsiness  overcame  us,  and  we  often  sank 
into  sleep  even  while  rowing  ;  and  then  after  a  brief 
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slumber  we  would  awake  with  benumbed  limbs  to  wres¬ 
tle  again  with  the  oars.  In  this  way  we  passed  that 
night. 

Another  morning  came,  and  we  found  to  our  great  joy 
that  the  snow  had  ceased.  We  looked  eagerly  around 
to  see  if  there  were  any  signs  of  the  ship.  Nothing 
could  be  seen  of  her.  Far  away  on  one  side  rose  a 
peak,  which  looked  like  the  place  where  we  had  landed. 
Judging  from  the  wind,  which  we  still  supposed  to  be 
southerly,  the  peak  lay  towards  the  northeast ;  in  which 
case  we  had  been  carried  steadily,  in  spite  of  all  our 
efforts,  towards  the  south.  About  a  mile  on  one  side 
of  us  the  ice  began,  and  extended  far  away  ;  while  on 
the  other  side,  at  the  distance  of  some  ten  miles,  there 
was  another  line  of  ice.  We  seemed  to  have  been  car¬ 
ried  in  a  southwesterly  direction  along  a  broad  strait 
that  ran  into  the  vast  ice-fields.  This  discovery  showed 
how  utterly  useless  our  labors  had  been  ;  for  in  spite 
of  all,  even  with  the  wind  in  our  favor,  we  had  been 
drawn  steadily  in  an  opposite  direction.  It  was  evi¬ 
dent  that  there  was  some  current  here,  stronger  than 
all  our  strength,  which  had  brought  us  to  this  place. 

We  now  determined  to  land  on  the  ice,  and  try  to 
cook  a  portion  of  our  seals.  On  approaching  it  we 
noticed  that  there  was  a  current  which  tended  to  draw 
us  past  the  ice  in  what  I  supposed  to  be  a  southwester¬ 
ly  direction.  This  confirmed  my  worst  fears.  But 
now  the  labor  of  landing  and  building  a  fire  on  the  ice 
served  to  interest  us  for  a  time  and  divert  our  thoughts. 
We  brushed  away  the  snow,  and  then  broke  up  a  box 
which  was  in  the  boat,  and  also  the  stern  seats.  This 
we  used  very  sparingly,  reserving  the  rest  for  another 
occasion.  Then  we  cut  portions  from  one  of  the  seals, 
and  laid  them  in  thin  strips  on  the  flames.  The  cook¬ 
ing  was  but  slight,  for  the  meat  was  merely  singed  ; 
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but  we  were  ravenous,  and  the  contact  of  the  fire  was 
enough  to  give  it  an  attractive  flavor.  With  this  food 
we  were  greatly  refreshed  ;  and  as  for  drink,  we  had 
all  around  us  an  endless  extent  of  ice  and  snow.  Then, 
taking  our  precious  fragments  of  cooked  meat,  we  re¬ 
turned  to  the  boat  and  put  off.  We  could  scarcely 
tell  what  to  do  next,  and  while  debating  on  this  point 
we  fell  asleep.  We  slept  far  into  the  night,  then 
awoke  benumbed  with  cold ;  then  took  to  the  oars  till 
we  were  weary ;  then  fell  asleep  again,  to  be  again 
awakened  by  the  cold  and  again  to  pull  at  the  oars. 
So  the  night  passed,  and  another  day  came. 

The  snow  still  held  off,  but  the  sky  was  overcast 
with  dark,  leaden-colored  clouds,  and  looked  threaten¬ 
ing.  Ice  was  all  around  us  as  before  ;  and  the  open 
water  had  diminished  now  from  ten  miles  to  five  miles 
of  width.  The  ice  on  one  side  was  low,  but  on  the 
opposite  side  it  arose  to  the  height  of  one  hundred 
feet.  We  saw  here,  as  we  watched  the  shore,  that  the 
current  which  had  already  borne  us  thus  far  was  now 
stronger  than  ever,  and  was  carrying  us  along  at  a 
rate  which  made  all  efforts  of  ours  against  it  utterly 
useless.  And  now  a  debate  arose  between  us  as  to  the 
direction  of  this  current.  Agnew  suddenly  declared 
his  belief  that  it  was  running  north,  while  I  was  firm 
in  the  conviction  that  it  ran  south. 

“  There’s  no  use  rowing  any  more,”  said  Agnew. 
“If  it  runs  south  we  can’t  resist  it.  It’s  too  strong. 
But  I  always  like  to  look  on  the  bright  side,  and  so  1 
believe  it  runs  north.  In  that  case  there  is  no  use 
rowing,  for  it  will  carry  us  along  fast  enough.” 

Then  I  proposed  that  we  should  go  ashore  on  the 
ice.  To  this  Agnew  objected,  but  afterwards  con¬ 
sented,  at  my  earnest  request.  So  we  tried  to  get 
ashore,  but  this  time  found  it  impossible  ;  for  the  ice 
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consisted  of  a  vast  sheet  of  floating  lumps,  which 
looked  like  the  ruin  of  bergs  that  had  been  broken  up 
in  some  storm.  After  this  I  had  nothing  to  say,  nor 
was  there  anything  left  for  us  but  to  drift  wherever 
the  current  might  carry  us. 

So  we  drifted  for  some  days,  Agnew  all  the  time 
maintaining  that  we  were  going  north,  while  I  was 
sure  that  we  were  going  south.  The  sky  remained  as 
cloudy  as  ever,  the  wind  varied  incessantly,  and  there 
was  nothing  by  which  we  could  conjecture  the  points 
of  the  compass.  We  lived  on  our  seal,  and  for  drink 
we  chewed  ice  and  snow.  One  thing  was  certain  —  the 
climate  was  no  colder.  Agnew  laid  great  stress  on 
this. 

“You  see,”  said  he,  “we  must  be  going  north.  If 
we  were  going  south  we  should  be  frozen  stiff  by  this 
time.” 

“Yes; -but  if  we  were  going  north,”  said  I,  “we 
ought  to  find  it  growing  warmer.” 

“ISTo,”  said  he,  “not  with  all  this  ice  around  us.  It’s 
the  ice  that  keeps  the  temperature  in  this  cold  state.” 

Argument  could  do  no  good,  and  so  we  each  re¬ 
mained  true  to  our  belief  —  his  leading  him  to  hope, 
and  mine  dragging  me  down  to  despair.  At  length 
we  finished  the  last  fragment  of  the  seal  that  we  had 
cooked,  and,  finding  ourselves  near  some  firm  ice,  we 
went  ashore  and  cooked  all  that  was  left,  using  the  re¬ 
mainder  of  our  wood  for  fuel,  and  all  that  we  dared 
to  remove  from  the  boat.  Re  -  embarking  with  this, 
we  drifted  on  as  before. 

Several  more  days  passed.  At  last  one  night  I  was 
roused  by  Agnew.  He  pointed  far  away  to  the  dis¬ 
tant  horizon,  where  I  saw  a  deep  red  glow  as  of  fire. 
We  were  both  filled  with  wonder  at  the  sight,  and 
were  utterly  unable  to  account  for  it.  We  knew  that 
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it  could  not  be  caused  by  the  sun  or  the  moon,  for  it 
was  midnight,  and  the  cause  lay  on  the  earth  and  not 
in  the  skies.  It  was  a  deep,  lurid  glow,  extending 
along  the  horizon,  and  seemed  to  be  caused  by  some 
vast  conflagration. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A  WORLD  OF  FIRE  AND  DESOLATION. 

At  the  sight  of  that  deep-red  glow  various  feelings 
arose  within  us  :  in  me  there  was  new  dejection  ;  in  Ag- 
new  there  was  stronger  hope.  I  could  not  think  but  that 
it  was  our  ship  that  was  on  fire,  and  was  burning  before 
our  eyes.  Agnew  thought  that  it  was  some  burning  for¬ 
est,  and  that  it  showed  our  approach  to  some  habitable 
and  inhabited  land.  For  hour  after  hour  Ave  watched, 
and  all  the  time  the  current  drew  us  nearer,  and  the 
glow  grew  brighter  and  more  intense.  At  last  we 
were  too  weak  to  watch  any  longer,  and  we  fell  asleep. 

On  waking  our  first  thoughts  were  about  the  fire, 
and  we  looked  eagerly  around.  It  was  day,  but  the 
sky  was  as  gloomy  as  ever,  and  the  fire  was  there  be¬ 
fore  our  eyes,  bright  and  terrible.  We  could  now  see 
it  plainly,  and  discern  the  cause  also.  The  fire  came 
from  two  points,  at  some  distance  apart  —  two  peaks 
rising  above  the  horizon,  from  which  there  burst  forth 
flames  and  smoke  with  incessant  explosions.  All  was 
now  manifest.  It  was  no  burning  ship,  no  blazing 
forest,  no  land  inhabited  by  man  :  those  blazing  peaks 
were  two  volcanoes  in  a  state  of  active  eruption,  and 
at  that  sight  I  knew  the  worst. 

“  I  know  where  we  are  now,”  I  said,  despairingly. 

<e  Where  ?”  asked  Agnew. 

“That,”  said  I,  “is the  antarctic  continent. 

“  The  antarctic  fiddlestick,”  said  he,  contemptuously. 
“  It  is  far  more  likely  to  be  some  volcanic  island  in 
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the  South  Sea.  There’s  a  tremendous  volcano  in  the 
Sandwich  Islands,  and  these  are  something  like  it.” 

“I  believe,”  said  I,  “that  these  are  the  very  volca¬ 
noes  that  Sir  James  Ross  discovered  last  year.” 

“  Do  you  happen  to  know  where  he  found  them  ?” 
Agnew  asked. 

“  I  do  not,”  I  answered. 

“Well,  I  do,”  said  he,  “and  they’re  thousands  of 
miles  away  from  this.  They  are  south  latitude  V'?0, 
east  longitude  167°  ;  while  we,  as  I  guess,  are  about 
south  latitude  40°,  east  longitude  60°.” 

“At  any  rate,”  said  I,  “we’re  drifting  straight  tow¬ 
ards  them.” 

“  So  I  see,”  said  Agnew,  dryly.  “  At  any  rate,  the 
current  will  take  us  somewhere.  We  shall  find  our¬ 
selves  carried  past  these  volcanic  islands,  or  through 
them,  and  then  west  to  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope.  Be¬ 
sides,  even  here  we  may  find  land  with  animals  and 
vegetation  ;  who  knows  ?” 

“  What !  amid  all  this  ice  ?”  I  cried.  “  Are  you 
mad  ?” 

“  Mad  ?”  said  he  ;  “  I  should  certainly  go  mad  if  I 
hadn’t  hope.” 

“Hope!”  I  repeated;  “I  have  long  since  given  up 
hope.” 

“Oh,  well,”  said  he,  “enjoy  your  despair,  and  don’t 
try  to  deprive  me  of  my  consolation.  My  hope  sus¬ 
tains  me,  and  helps  me  to  cheer  you  up.  It  would  nev¬ 
er  do,  old  fellow,  for  both  of  us  to  knock  under.” 

I  said  nothing  more,  nor  did  Agnew.  We  drifted  on, 
and  all  our  thoughts  were  taken  up  with  the  two  vol¬ 
canoes,  towards  which  we  were  every  moment  drawing 
nearer.  As  we  approached  they  grew  larger  and  larger, 
towering  up  to  a  tremendous  height.  I  had  seen  Vesu¬ 
vius  and  Stromboli  and  JEtna  and  Cotopaxi ;  but  these 
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appeared  far  larger  than  any  of  them,  not  excepting  the 
last.  They  rose,  like  the  Peak  of  Teneriffe,  abruptly 
from  the  sea,  with  no  intervening  hills  to  dwarf  or  di¬ 
minish  their  proportions.  They  were  ten  or  twelve 
miles  apart,  and  the  channel  of  water  in  which  we  were 
drifting  flowed  between  them. 

Here  the  ice  and  snow  ended.  We  thus  came  at  last 
to  land  ;  but  it  was  a  land  that  seemed  more  terrible 
than  even  the  bleak  expanse  of  ice  and  snow  that  lay 
behind,  for  nothing  could  be  seen  except  a  vast  and 
drear  accumulation  of  lava  blocks  of  everv  imaginable 
shape,  without  a  trace  of  vegetation — uninhabited,  un¬ 
inhabitable,  and  unpassable  to  man.  But  just  where 
the  ice  ended  and  the  rocks  began  there  was  a  long, 
low  reef,  which  projected  for  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  into  the  water,  affording  the  only  possible  landing- 
place  within  sight.  Here  we  decided  to  land,  so  as  to 
rest  and  consider  what  was  best  to  be  done. 

Here  we  landed,  and  walked  up  to  where  rugged  lava 
blocks  prevented  any  further  progress.  But  at  this 
spot  our  attention  was  suddenly  arrested  by  a  sight  of 
horror.  It  was  a  human  figure  lying  prostrate,  face 
downward. 

At  this  sight  there  came  over  us  a  terrible  sensation. 
Even  Agnew’s  buoyant  soul  shrank  back,  and  ive  stared 
at  each  other  with  quivering  lips.  It  was  some  time 
before  we  could  recover  ourselves  ;  then  we  went  to 
the  figure,  and  stooped  down  to  examine  it. 

The  clothes  were  those  of  a  European  and  a  sailor ; 
the  frame  wras  emaciated  and  dried  up,  till  it  looked  like 
a  skeleton  ;  the  face  was  blackened  and  all  withered, 
and  the  bonv  hands  were  clinched  tight.  It  was  evi- 
dcntly  some  sailor  who  had  suffered  shipwreck  in  these 
frightful  solitudes,  and  had  drifted  here  to  starve  to 
death  in  this  appalling  wilderness.  It  was  a  sight 
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which  seemed  ominous  of  our  own  fate,  and  Agnew’s 
boasted  hope,  which  had  so  long  upheld  him,  now  sank 
down  into  a  despair  as  deep  as  my  own.  What  room 
was  there  now  for  hope,  or  how  could  we  expect  any 
other  fate  than  this  ? 

At  length  I  began  to  search  the  pockets  of  the  de¬ 
ceased. 

“Wliat  are  you  doing?”  asked  Agnew,  in  a  hoarse 
voice. 

“  I’m  trying  to  find  out  who  he  is,”  I  said.  “  Per¬ 
haps  there  may  be  papers.” 

As  I  said  this  I  felt  something  in  the  breast-pocket 
of  his  jacket,  and  drew  it  forth.  It  was  a  leather  pocket- 
book,  mouldy  and  rotten  like  the  clothing.  On  open¬ 
ing  it,  it  fell  to  pieces.  There  was  nothing  in  it  but 
a  piece  of  paper,  also  mouldy  and  rotten.  This  I  un¬ 
folded  with  great  care,  and  saw  writing  there,  which, 
though  faded,  was  still  legible.  It  was  a  letter,  and 
there  were  still  signs  of  long  and  frequent  perusals,  and 
marks,  too,  which  locked  as  though  made  by  tears — 
tears,  perhaps  of  the  writer,  perhaps  of  the  reader  : 
who  can  tell?  I  have  preserved  this  letter  ever  since, 
and  I  now  fasten  it  here  upon  this  sheet  of  my  manu¬ 
script. 

,  THE  LETTER. 

“Bristol  April  20.  1820. 

“my  darling  tom 

“i  writ  you  these  few  lines  in  hast  i  don  like 
youar  gon  a  walen  an  in  the  south  sea  dont  go  darlin  tom  or 
mebbe  ill  never  se  you  agin  for  ave  bad  drems  of  you  darlin  tom 
an  im  afraid  so  don  go  my  darlin  tom  but  come  back  an  take  anoth 
ship  for  America  baby  is  as  wel  as  ever  but  mises  is  pa  an  as  got 
a  new  tooth  an  i  think  you  otnt  go  a  walen  o  darlin  tom  *  *  * 
sea  as  the  wages  was  i  in  New  York  an  better  go  thar  an  id  like  to 
go  tlier  for  good  for  they  gives  good  wages  in  America.  O  come 
back  my  Darlin  tom  and  take  me  to  America  an  the  baby  an  weel 
all  live  an  love  an  di  together  Your  loving  wife 

“  Polley  Reed.” 


BEGAN  TO  READ  THIS,  BUT  THERE  CAME  A  LUMP  IN  MY  THROAT,  AND  I  HAD  TO  STOP. 
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I  began  to  read  this,  but  there  came  a  lump  in  my 
throat,  and  I  had  to  stop.  Agnew  leaned  on  my  shoul¬ 
der,  and  we  both  read  it  in  silence.  He  rubbed  the 
bach  of  his  hand  over  his  eyes  and  drew  a  long  breath. 
Then  he  walked  away  for  a  little  distance,  and  I  put 
the  letter  carefully  away  in  my  own  pocket-book.  Af¬ 
ter  a  little  while  Agnew  came  back. 

“  More,”  said  he,  “  do  you  remember  any  of  the  burial- 
service  ?” 

I  understood  his  meaning  at  once. 

“Yes,”  I  said,  “some  of  it  —  a  good  deal  of  it,  I 
think.” 

“That’s  good,”  said  he.  “Let’s  put  the  poor  fellow 
under  ground.” 

“It  would  be  hard  to  do  that,” I  said  ;  “we’ll  have  to 
bury  him  in  the  snow.” 

At  this  Agnew  went  off  for  a  little  distance  and 
clambered  over  the  rocks.  He  was  not  gone  long. 
When  he  returned  he  said,  “  I’ve  found  some  crumbled 
pumice-stone  ;  we  can  scoop  a  grave  for  him  there.” 

We  then  raised  the  body  and  carried  it  to  the  place 
which  Agnew  had  found.  So  emaciated  was  the  poor 
dead  sailor  that  his  remains  were  no  heavier  than  a 
small  boy.  On  reaching  the  spot,  we  found  the  crum¬ 
bled  pumice-stone.  We  placed  the  body  in  a  crevice 
among  the  lava  rocks,  and  then  I  said  what  I  could  re¬ 
member  of  the  burial-service.  After  this  we  carried  in 
our  hands  the  crumbled  pumice-stone  until  we  had 
covered  the  body,  and  thus  gave  the  poor  fellow  a 
Christian  burial. 

We  then  returned  to  the  shore. 

“  More,  old  fellow,”  said  Agnew,  “  I  feel  the  better 
for  this  ;  the  service  has  done  me  good.” 

“  And  me  too,”  said  I.  “  It  has  reminded  me  of  what 
I  had  forgotten.  This  world  is  only  a  part  of  life.  We 
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may  lose  it  and  yet  live  on.  There  is  another  world  ; 
and  if  we  can  only  keep  that  in  our  minds  we  sha’n’t  be 
so  ready  to  sink  into  despair — that  is,  I  sha’n’t.  De¬ 
spair  is  my  weakness  ;  you  are  more  hopeful.” 

“Yes,”  said  Agnew,  solemnly;  “but  my  hope  thus 
far  has  referred  only  to  the  safety  of  my  skin.  After 
this  I  shall  try  to  think  of  my  soul,  and  cultivate,  not 
the  hope  of  escape,  but  the  hope  full  of  immortality. 
Yes,  More,  after  all  we  shall  live,  if  not  in  England,  then, 
let  us  hope,  in  heaven.” 

There  was  a  long  silence  after  this — that  kind  of  si¬ 
lence  which  one  may  preserve  who  is  at  the  point  of 
death. 

“I  wonder  how  he  got  here?”  said  Agnew,  at  last. 
“  The  letter  mentions  a  whaler.  No  doubt  the  ship  has 
been  driven  too  far  south  ;  it  has  foundered  ;  he  has 
escaped  in  a  boat,  either  alone  or  with  others  ;  he  has 
been  carried  along  this  channel,  and  has  landed  here, 
afraid  to  go  any  farther.” 

“  But  his  boat,  what  has  become  of  that  ?” 

“  His  boat !  That  must  have  gone  long  ago.  The 
letter  was  written  in  1820.  At  any  rate,  let’s  look 
around.” 

We  did  so.  After  some  search  we  found  the  frag¬ 
ments  of  a  rotted  rope  attached  to  a  piece  of  rock. 

“That,”  said  Agnew,  “must  have  been  fastened  to 
the  boat ;  and  as  for  the  boat  herself,  she  has  long  ago 
been  swept  away  from  this.” 

“  What  shall  we  do  now  ?”  I  said,  after  a  long  silence. 

“There’s  only  one  thing,”  said  Agnew.  “We  must 
go  on.” 

“  Go*  on  ?”  I  asked,  in  wonder. 

“Certainly,”  said  he,  confidently.  “Will  you  stay 
here?  No.  Will  you  go  back ?  You  can’t.  We  must, 
therefore,  go  on.  That  is  our  only  hope.” 


Found,  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 


27 


“  Hope  !”  I  cried.  “  Do  you  still  talk  of  liope  ?” 

“  Hope  ?”  said  Agnew  ;  “  of  course.  Why  not  ? 
There  are  no  limits  to  hope,  are  there  ?  One  can  hope 
anything  anywhere.  It  is  better  to  die  while  struggling 
like  a  man,  full  of  hope  and  energy,  than  to  perish  in 
inaction  and  despair.  It  is  better  to  die  in  the  storm 
and  furious  waters  than  to  waste  away  in  this  awful 
place.  So  come  along.  Let’s  drift  as  before.  Let’s 
see  where  this  channel  will  take  us.  It  will  certainly, 
take  us  somewhere.  Such  a  stream  as  this  must  have 
some  outlet.” 

“  This  stream,”  said  I,  “  will  take  us  to  death,  and 
death  only.  The  current  grows  swifter  every  hour. 
I’ve  heard  some  old  yam  of  a  vast  opening  at  each  of 
the  poles,  or  one  of  them,  into  which  the  waters  of  the 
ocean  pour.  They  fall  into  one,  and  some  say  they  go 
through  and  come  out  at  the  other.” 

Agnew  laughed. 

“That,”  said  he,  “is  a  madman’s  dream.  In  the  first 
place,  I  don’t  believe  that  we  are  approaching  the  south, 
but  the  north.  The  warmth  of  the  climate  here  shows 
that.  Yes,  we  are  drawing  north.  We  shall  soon 
emerge  into  warm  waters  and  bright  skies.  So  come 
along,  and  let  us  lose  no  more  time.” 

I  made  no  further  objection.  There  was  nothing  else 
to  be  done,  and  at  the  very  worst  we  could  not  be  in 
greater  danger  while  drifting  on  than  in  remaining  be¬ 
hind.  Soon,  therefore,  we  were  again  in  the  boat,  and 
the  current  swept  us  on  as  before. 

The  channel  now  was  about  four  miles  wide.  On 
either  side  arose  the  lofty  volcanoes  vomiting  forth 
flames  and  smoke  with  furious  explosions  ;  vast  stones 
were  hurled  up  into  the  air  from  the  craters  ;  streams 
of  molten  lava  rolled  down,  and  at  intervals  there  fell 
great  showers  of  ashes.  The  shores  on  either  side  were 
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precipitous  and  rugged  beyond  all  description,  looking 
like  fiery  lava  streams  which  had  been  arrested  by  the 
flood,  and  cooled  into  gloomy,  overhanging  cliffs.  The 
lava  rock  was  of  a  deep,  dull  slate-color,  which  at  a  dis¬ 
tance  looked. black  ;  and  the  blackness  which  thus  suc¬ 
ceeded  to  the  whiteness  of  the  snow  behind  us  seemed 
like  the  funeral  pall  of  nature.  Through  scenes  like 
these  we  drifted  on,  and  the  volcanoes  on  either  side  of 
the  channel  towered  on  high  writh  their  fiery  floods  of 
lava,  their  incessant  explosions,  their  fierce  outbursts  of 
flames,  and  overhead  there  rolled  a  dense  black  canopy 
of  smoke — altogether  forming  a  terrific  approach  to 
that  unknown  and  awful  pathway  upon  which  we  were 
going.  So  we  passed  this  dread  portal,  and  then  there 
lay  before  us — what?  Was  it  a  land  of  life  or  a  land 
of  death  ?  Who  could  say  ? 

It  was  evening  when  we  passed  through.  Night 
came  on,  and  the  darkness  was  illuminated  by  the  fiery 
glow  of  the  volcanic  flames.  Worn  out  with  fatigue, 
we  fell  asleep.  So  the  night  passed,  and  the  current 
bore  us  on  until,  at  length,  the  morning  came.  We 
awoke,  and  now,  for  the  first  time  in  many  days,  we 
saw  the  face  of  the  sun.  The  clouds  had  at  last  broken, 
the  sky  was  clear,  and  behind  us  the  sun  was  shining. 
That  sight  told  us  all.  It  showed  us  where  we  were 
going. 

I  pointed  to  the  sun. 

“  Look  there,”  said  I.  “  There  is  the  sun  in  the  north¬ 
ern  sky  —  behind  us.  We  have  been  drifting  steadily 
towards  the  south.” 

At  this  Agnew  was  silent,  and  sat  looking  back  for 
a  long  time.  --'There  we  could  still  see  the  glow  of  the 
volcanic  fires,  though  they  were  now  many  miles  away  ; 
while  the  sun,  but  lately  risen,  was  lying  on  a  course 
closer  to  the  horizon  than  we  had  ever  seen  it  before. 
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“We  are  going  south,”  said  I — “to  the  South  Pole. 
This  swift  current  can  have  hut  one  ending — there  may¬ 
be  an  opening  at  the  South  Pole,  or  a  whirlpool  like  the 
Maelstrom.” 

Agnew  looked  around  with  a  smile. 

“  All  these  notions,”  said  he,  “are  dreams,  or  theories, 
or  guesses.  There  is  no  evidence  to  prove  them.  Why 
trouble  yourself  about  a  guess?  You  and  I  can  guess, 
and  with  better  reason  ;  for  we  have  now,  it  seems, 
come  farther  south  than  any  human  being  who  has  ever 
lived.  Do  not  imagine  that  the  surface  of  the  earth  is 
different  at  the  poles  from  what  it  is  anywhere  else.  If 
we  get  to  the  South  Pole  we  shall  see  there  what  we 
have  always  seen — the  open  view  of  land  or  water,  and 
the  boundary  of  the  horizon.  As  for  this  current,  it 
seems  to  me  like  the  Gulf  Stream,  and  it  evidently  does 
an  important  work  in  the  movement  of  the  ocean  waters. 
It  pours  on  through  vast  fields  of  ice  on  its  way  to  oth¬ 
er  oceans,  where  it  will  probably  become  united  with 
new  currents.  Theories  about  openings  at  the  poles,  or 
whirlpools,  must  be  given  up.  Since  the  Maelstrom  has 
been  found  to  be  a  fiction  no  one  need  believe  in  any 
other  whirlpool.  For  my  own  part,  I  now  believe  that 
this  current  will  bear  us  on,  due  south,  over  the  pole, 
and  then  still  onward,  until  at  last  we  shall  find  our¬ 
selves  in  the  South  Pacific  Ocean.  So  cheer  up — don’t 
be  downhearted  :  there’s  still  hope.  We  have  left  the 
ice  and  snow  behind,  and  already  the  air  is  warmer. 
Cheer  up  ;  we  may  find  our  luck  turn  at  any  moment.” 

To  this  I  had  no  reply  to  make.  Agnew’s  confidence 
seemed  to  me  to  be  assumed,  and  certainly  did  not  alle¬ 
viate  my  own  deep  gloom,  nor  was  the  scene  around 
calculated  to  rouse  me  in  the  slightest  degree  out  of  my 
despair.  The  channel  had  now  lessened  to  a  width  of 
not  more  than  two  miles  ;  the  shores  on  either  side  -were 
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precipitous  cliffs,  broken  by  occasional  declivities,  but 
all  of  solid  rock,  so  dark  as  to  be  almost  black,  and  evi¬ 
dently  of  volcanic  origin.  At  times  there  arose  rugged 
eminences,  scarred  and  riven,  indescribably  dismal  and 
appalling.  There  was  not  only  an  utter  absence  of  life 
here  in  these  abhorrent  regions,  but  an  actual  impossi¬ 
bility  of  life  which  was  enough  to  make  the  stoutest 
heart  quail.  The  rocks  looked  like  iron.  It  seemed  a 
land  of  iron  penetrated  by  this  ocean  stream  which  had 
made  for  itself  a  channel,  and  now  bore  us  onward  to  a 
destination  which  was  beyond  all  conjecture. 

Through  such  scenes  we  drifted  all  that  day.  Night 
came,  and  in  the  skies  overhead  there  arose  a  brilliant 
display  of  the  aurora  australis,  while  towards  the  north 
the  volcanic  fires  glowed  with  intense  lustre.  Tliat- 
night  we  slept.  On  awaking  we  noticed  a  change  in 
the  scene.  The  shores,  though  still  black  and  forbid¬ 
ding,  were  no  longer  precipitous,  but  sloped  down  grad¬ 
ually  to  the  water  ;  the  climate  was  sensibly  milder, 
and  far  away  before  us  there  arose  a  line  of  giant  moun¬ 
tains,  whose  summits  were  covered  with  ice  and  snow  that 
gleamed  white  and  purple  in  the  rays  of  the  sun. 

Suddenly  Agnew  gave  a  cry,  and  pointed  to  the  op¬ 
posite  shore. 

“  Look !”  he  cried — “  do  you  see  ?  They  are  men  !” 

I  looked,  and  there  I  saw  plainly  some  moving  figures 
that  were,  beyond  a  doubt,  human  beings. 
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CHAPTER  I Y. 

THE  SIGHT  OF  HUMAN  BEINGS. 

The  sight  of  human  beings,  thus  unexpectedly  found, 
filled  us  with  strange  feelings — feelings  which  I  cannot 
explain.  The  country  was  still  iron-bound  and  dark  and 
forbidding,  and  the  stream  ran  on  in  a  strong  current, 
deep,  black  as  ink,  and  resistless  as  fate  ;  the  sky  be¬ 
hind  was  lighted  up  by  the  volcanic  glare  which  still 
shone  from  afar  ;  and  in  front  the  view  was  bounded  by 
the  icy  heights  of  a  mountain  chain.  Here  was,  indeed, 
a  strange  country  for  a  human  habitation  ;  and  strange, 
indeed,  were  the  human  beings  whom  we  saw. 

“  Shall  we  land?”  said  Agnew. 

“  Oh,  no,”  said  I.  “  Don’t  be  hasty.  The  elements 
are  sometimes  kinder  than  men,  and  I  feel  safer  here, 
even  in  this  river  of  death,  than  ashore  with  such  creat¬ 
ures  as  those.” 

Agnew  made  no  reply.  We  watched  the  figures  on 
the  shore.  We  saw  them  coming  down,  staring  and 
gesticulating.  We  drew  on  nearer  to  them  till  we  were 
able  to  see  them  better.  A  nearer  view  did  not  im¬ 
prove  them.  They  were  human  beings,  certainly,  but 
of  such  an  appalling  aspect  that  they  could  only  be 
likened  to  animated  mummies.  They  were  small,  thin, 
shrivelled,  black,  with  long  matted  hair  and  hideous 
faces.  They  all  had  long  spears,  and  wore  about  the 
waist  short  skirts  that  seemed  to  be  made  of  the  skin 
of  some  sea-fowl. 

We  could  not  imagine  how  these  creatures  lived,  or 
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where.  There  were  no  signs  of  vegetation  of  any  kind 
— not  a  tree  or  a  shrub.  There  were  no  animals ;  but 
there  were  great  flocks  of  birds,  some  of  which  seemed 
different  from  anything  that  we  had  ever  seen  before. 
The  long  spears  which  the  natives  carried  might  possi¬ 
bly  be  used  for  catching  these,  or  for  fishing  purposes. 
This  thought  made  them  seem  less  formidable,  since 
they  would  thus  be  instruments  of  food  rather  than 
weapons  of  war.  Meanwhile  we  drifted  on  as  before, 
and  the  natives  watched  us,  running  along  the  shore 
abreast  of  us,  so  as  to  keep  up  with  the  boat.  There 
seemed  over  a  hundred  of  them.  We  could  see  no  signs 
of  any  habitations — no  huts,  however  humble  ;  but  we 
concluded  that  their  abodes  were  farther  inland.  As 
for  the  natives  themselves,  the  longer  we  looked  at 
them  the  more  abhorrent  they  grew.  Even  the  wretched 
aborigines  of  Van  Dieman’s  Land,  who  have  been  classed 
lowest  in  the  scale  of  humanity,  were  pleasing  and  con¬ 
genial  when  compared  with  these,  and  the  land  looked 
worse  than  Tierra  del  Fuego.  It  looked  like  a  land 
of  iron,  and  its  inhabitants  like  fiends. 

Agnew  again  proposed  to  land,  but  I  refused. 

“  No,”  I  said  ;  “  I’d  rather  starve  for  a  week,  and 
live  on  hope.  Let  us  drift  on.  If  we  go  on  we  may 
have  hope  if  we  choose,  but  if  we  land  here  we  shall 
lose  even  that.  Can  we  hope  for  anything  from  such 
things  as  these  ?  Even  if  they  prove  friendly,  can  we 
live  among  them  ?  To  stay  here  is  worse  than  death  ; 
our  only  hope  is  to  go  on.” 

Agnew  made  no  reply,  and  we  drifted  on  for  two 
hours,  still  followed  by  the  natives.  They  made  no 
hostile  demonstrations.  They  merely  watched  us,  ap¬ 
parently  from  motives  of  curiosity.  All  this  time  we 
were  drawing  steadily  nearer  to  the  line  of  lofty  moun¬ 
tains,  which  with  their  icy  crests  rose  before  us  like  an 
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inaccessible  and  impassable  barrier,  apparently  closing 
up  all  farther  progress  ;  nor  was  there  any  indication 
of  any  pass  or  any  opening,  however  narrow,  through 
which  the  great  stream  might  run.  Nothing  was  there 
but  one  unbroken  wall  of  iron  cliffs  and  icy  summits. 
At  last  we  saw  that  the  sloping  shores  grew  steeper, 
until,  about  a  mile  or  two  before  us,  they  changed  to 
towering  cliffs  that  rose  up  on  each  side  for  about  a 
thousand  feet  above  the  water ;  here  the  stream  ran, 
and  became  lost  to  view  as  completely  as  though  swal¬ 
lowed  up  by  the  earth. 

“We  can  go  no  farther,”  said  Agnew.  “  See — this 
stream  seems  to  make  a  plunge  there  into  the  moun¬ 
tains.  There  must  be  some  deep  canon  there  with 
cataracts.  To  go  on  is  certain  death.  We  must  stop 
here,  if  only  to  deliberate.  Say,  shall  we  risk  it  among 
these  natives  ?  After  all,  there  is  not,  perhaps,  any 
danger  among  them.  They  are  little  creatures  and 
seem  harmless.  They  are  certainly  not  very  good- 
looking  ;  but  then,  you  know,  appearances  often  de¬ 
ceive,  and  the  devil’s  not  so  black  as  he’s  painted. 
What  do  you  say  ?” 

“  I  suppose  we  can  do  nothing  else,”  said  I. 

In  fact,  I  could  see  that  we  had  reached  a  crisis  in 
our  fate.  To  go  on  seemed  certain'  death.  To  stop 
was  our  only  alternative  ;  and  as  we  were  armed  we 
should  not  be  altogether  at  the  mercy  of  these  creat¬ 
ures.  Having  made  this  decision  we  acted  upon  it  at 
once,  for  in  such  a  current  there  was  no  time  for  de¬ 
lay  ;  and  so,  seizing  the  oars,  we  soon  brought  the 
boat  ashore. 

As  we  approached,  the  crowd  of  natives  stood  await¬ 
ing  us,  and  looked  more  repulsive  than  ever.  We  could 
see  the  emaciation  of  their  bony  frames  ;  their  toes  and 
fingers  were  like  birds’  claws  ;  their  eyes  were  small 
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and  dull  and  weak,  and  sunken  in  cavernous  hollows, 
from  which  they  looked  at  us  like  corpses — a  horrible 
sight.  They  stood  quietly,  however,  and  without  any 
hostile  demonstration,  holding  their  spears  carelessly 
resting  upon  the  ground. 

“  I  don’t  like  the  looks  of  them,”  said  I.  “  I  think 
I  had  better  fire  a  gun.” 

“  Why  ?”  cried  Agnew.  “  For  Heaven’s  sake,  man, 
don’t  hurt  any  of  them  !” 

“  Oh,  no,”  said  I ;  “  I  only  mean  to  inspire  a  little 
wholesome  respect.” 

Saying  this  I  fired  in  the  air.  The  report  rang  out 
with  long  echoes,  and  as  the  smoke  swept  away  it 
showed  us  all  the  natives  on  the  ground.  They  had 
seated  themselves  with  their  hands  crossed  on  their 
laps,  and  there  they  sat  looking  at  us  as  before,  but 
with  no  manifestation  of  fear  or  even  surprise.  I  had 
expected  to  see  them  run,  but  there  was  nothing  of 
the  kind.  This  puzzled  us.  Still,  there  was  no  time 
now  for  any  further  hesitation.  The  current  was  sweep¬ 
ing  us  towards  the  chasm  between  the  cliffs,  and  we 
had  to  land  without  delay.  This  we  did,  and  as  I  had 
another  barrel  still  loaded  and  a  pistol,  I  felt  that  with 
these  arms  and  those  of  Agnew  we  should  be  able  to 
defend  ourselves.  It  was  in  this  state  of  mind  that 
we  landed,  and  secured  the  boat  by  means  of  the  grap¬ 
pling-iron. 

The  natives  now  all  crowded  around  us,  making 
many  strange  gestures,  which  we  did  not  understand. 
Some  of  them  bowed  low,  others  prostrated  them¬ 
selves  ;  on  the  whole  these  seemed  like  marks  of  re¬ 
spect,  and  it  occurred  to  me  that  they  regarded  us  as 
superior  beings  of  some  sort.  It  was  evident  that  there 
was  nothing  like  hostility  in  their  minds.  At  the  same 
time,  the  closer  survey  which  I  now  made  of  them 


THE  NATIVES  NOW  ALL  CROWDED  AROUND  US,  MAKING  MANY  STRANGE  GESTURES. 


Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 


35 


filled  me  with,  renewed  horror  ;  their  meagre  frames, 
small,  watery,  lack-lustre  eyes,  hollow,  cavernous  sock¬ 
ets,  sunken  cheeks,  protruding  teeth,  claw-like  fingers, 
and  withered  skins,  all  made  them  look  more  than  ever 
like  animated  mummies,  and  I  shrank  from  them  invol¬ 
untarily,  as  one  shrinks  from  contact  with  a  corpse. 

Agnew,  however,  was  very  different,  and  it  was  evi¬ 
dent  that  he  felt  no  repugnance  whatever.  He  bowed 
and  smiled  at  them,  and  shook  hands  with  half  a  dozen 
of  them  in  succession.  The  hand-shaking  was  a  new 
thing  to  them,  but  they  accepted  it  in  a  proper  spirit, 
and  renewed  their  bows  and  prostrations.  After  this 
they  all  offered  us  their  lances.  This  certainly  seemed 
like  an  act  of  peace  and  good-will.  I  shook  my  head 
and  declined  to  touch  them  ;  but  Agnew  accepted  one 
of  them,  and  offered  his  rifle  in  return.  The  one  to 
whom  he  offered  it  refused  to  take  it.  He  seemed  im¬ 
mensely  gratified  because  Agnew  had  taken  his  lance, 
and  the  others  seemed  disappointed  at  his  refusal  to 
take  theirs.  But  I  felt  my  heart  quake  as  I  saw  him 
offer  his  rifle,  and  still  more  when  he  offered  it  to  one 
or  two  others,  and  only  regained  my  composure  as  I 
perceived  that  his  offer  was  refused  by  all. 

They  now  made  motions  to  us  to  follow,  and  we  all 
set  forth  together. 

“  My  dear  More,”  said  Agnew,  cheerily,  “  they’re  not 
a  bad  lot.  They  mean  well.  They  can’t  help  their 
looks.  You’re  too  suspicious  and  reserved.  Let’s  make 
friends  with  them,  and  get  them  to  help  us.  Do  as 
I  do.” 

I  tried  to,  but  found  it  impossible,  for  my  repugnance 
was  immovable.  It  was  like  the  horror  which  one  feels 
towards  rats,  cockroaches,  earwigs,  or  serpents.  It  was 
something  that  defied  reason.  These  creatures  seemed 
*  like  human  vermin. 
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We  marched  inland  for  about  half  a  mile,  crossed  a 
ridge,  and  came  to  a  valley,  or  rather  a  kind  of  hollow, 
at  the  other  side  of  which  we  found  a  cave  with  a 
smouldering  fire  in  front.  The  fire  was  made  of  coal, 
which  must  exist  here  somewhere.  It  was  highly  bitu¬ 
minous,  and  burned  with  a  great  blaze. 

The  day  was  now  drawing  to  a  close  ;  far  away  I 
could  see  the  lurid  glow  of  the  volcanoes,  which  grew 
brighter  as  the  day  declined  ;  above,  the  skies  twinkled 
with  innumerable  stars,  and  the  air  was  filled  with  the 
moan  of  rushing  waters. 

We  entered  the  cave.  As  we  did  so  the  natives 
heaped  coal  upon  the  fire,  and  the  flames  arose,  light¬ 
ing  up  the  interior.  We  found  here  a  number  of  women 
and  children,  who  looked  at  us  without  either  fear  or 
curiosity.  The  children  looked  like  little  dwarfs  ;  the 
women  were  hags,  hideous  beyond  description.  One 
old  woman  in  particular,  who  seemed  to  be  in  authority, 
was  actually  terrible  in  her  awful  and  repulsive  ugli¬ 
ness.  A  nightmare  dream  never  furnished  forth  a  more 
frightful  object.  This  nightmare  hag  prostrated  her¬ 
self  before  each  of  us  with  such  an  air  of  self-immola¬ 
tion  that  she  looked  as  though  she  wished  us  to  kill  her 
at  once.  The  rough  cave,  the  red  light  of  the  fire,  all 
made  the  scene  more  awful ;  and  a  wild  thought  came 
to  me  that  we  had  actually  reached,  while  yet  living, 
the  infernal  world,  and  that  this  was  the  abode  of  dev¬ 
ils.  Yet  their  actions,  it  must  be  confessed,  were  far 
from  devilish.  Every  one  seemed  eager  to  serve  us. 
Some  spread  out  couches  formed  of  the  skins  of  birds 
for  us  to  sit  on  ;  others  attended  to  the  fire  ;  others 
offered  us  gifts  of  large  and  beautiful  feathers,  together 
with  numerous  trinkets  of  rare  and  curious  workman¬ 
ship.  This  kind  attention  on  their  part  was  a  great 
puzzle  to  me,  and  I  could  not  help  suspecting  that  be- 
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neatli  all  this  there  must  be  some  sinister  design.  Re¬ 
solving  to  be  prepared  for  the  worst,  I  quietly  reloaded 
the  empty  barrel  of  my  rifle  and  watched  with  the  ut¬ 
most  vigilance.  As  for  Agnew,  he  took  it  all  in  the 
most  unsuspicious  manner.  He  made  signs  to  them, 
shook  hands  with  them,  accepted  their  gifts,  and  even 
tried  to  do  the  agreeable  to  the  formidable  hags  and 
the  child-fiends  around  him.  He  soon  attracted  the 
chief  attention,  and  while  all  looked  admiringly  upon 
him,  I  was  left  to  languish  in  comparative  neglect. 

At  length  a  savory  odor  came  through  the  cave,  and 
a  repast  was  spread  before  us.  It  consisted  of  some 
large  fowl  that  looked  like  a  goose,  but  was  twice  as 
large  as  the  largest  turkey  that  I  had  ever  seen.  The 
taste  was  like  that  of  a  wild-goose,  but  rather  fishy. 
Still  to  us  it  seemed  delicious,  for  our  prolonged  diet 
of  raw  seal  had  made  us  ready  to  welcome  any  other 
food  whatever ;  and  this  fowl,  whatever  it  was,  would 
not  have  been  unwelcome  to  any  hungry  man.  It  was 
evident  that  these  people  lived  on  the  flesh  of  birds  of 
various  sorts.  All  around  us  we  saw  the  skins  of  birds 
dried  with  the  feathers  on,  and  used  for  clothing,  for 
mats,  and  for  ornaments. 

The  repast  being  finished, we  both  felt  greatly  strength¬ 
ened  and  refreshed.  Agnew  continued  to  cultivate  his 
new  acquaintances,  and  seeing  me  holding  back,  he  said, 

“  More,  old  fellow,  these  good  people  give  me  to  un¬ 
derstand  that  there  is  another  place  better  than  this, 
and  want  me  to  go  with  them.  Will  you  go?” 

At  this  a  great  fear  seized  me. 

“  Don’t  go  !”  I  cried — “  don’t  go  !  We  are  close  by 
the  boat  here,  and  if  anything  happens  we  can  easily 
get  to  it.” 

Agnew  laughed  in  my  face. 

“Why,  you  don’t  mean  to  tell  me,”  said  he,  “that 
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you  are  still  suspicious,  and  after  that  dinner  ?  Why, 
man,  if  they  wanted  to  harm  us,  would  they  feast  us  in 
this  style?  Nonsense,  man  !  Drop  your  suspicions  and 
come  along.” 

I  shook  my  head  obstinately. 

“Well,”  said  he,  “if  I  thought  there  was  anything 
in  your  suspicions  I  would  stay  by  you  ;  but  I’m  con¬ 
fident  they  mean  nothing  but  kindness,  so  I’m  going 
off  to  see  the  place.” 

“You’ll  be  back  again?”  said  I. 

“  Oh,  yes,”  said  he,  “  of  course  I’ll  come  back,  and 
sleep  here.” 

With  these  words  he  left,  and  nearly  all  the  people 
accompanied  him.  I  was  left  behind  with  the  women 
and  children  and  about  a  dozen  men.  These  men  busied 
themselves  with  some  work  over  bird-skins  ;  the  women 
were  occupied  with  some  other  work  over  feathers.  No 
one  took  any  notice  of  me.  There  did  not  seem  to  be 
any  restraint  upon  me,  nor  was  I  watched  in  any  way. 
Once  the  nightmare  hag  came  and  offered  me  a  small 
roasted  fowl,  about  the  size  of  a  woodcock.  I  declined 
it,  but  at  the  same  time  this  delicate  attention  certainly 
surprised  me. 

I  was  now  beginning  to  struggle  with  some  success 
against  my  feelings  of  abhorrence,  when  suddenly  I 
caught  sight  of  something  which  chased  away  every 
other  thought,  and  made  my  blood  turn  cold  in  my 
veins.  It  was  something  outside.  At  the  mouth  of  the 
cave — by  the  fire  which  was  still  blazing  bright,  and 
lighting  up  the  scene — I  saw  four  men  who  had  just 
come  to  the  cave  :  they  were  carrying  something  which 
I  at  first  supposed  to  be  a  sick  or  wounded  companion. 
On  reaching  the  fire  they  put  it  down,  and  I  saw,  with 
a  thrill  of  dismay,  that  their  burden  was  neither  sick 
nor  wounded,  but  dead,  for  the  corpse  lay  rigid  as  they 
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had  placed  it.  Then  I  saw  the  nightmare  hag  approach 
it  with  a  knife.  An  awful  thought  came  to  me — the 
crowning  horror  !  The  thought  soon  proved  to  be  but 
too  well  founded.  The  nightmare  hag  began  to  cut,  and 
in  an  instant  had  detached  the  arm  of  the  corpse,  which 
she  thrust  among  the  coals  in  the  very  place  where 
lately  she  had  cooked  the  fowl.  Then  she  went  back 
for  more. 

For  a  moment  my  brain  reeled,  and  I  gasped  for 
breath.  Then  I  rose  and  staggered  out,  I  know  not 
how.  No  one  tried  to  stop  me,  nor  did  any  one  follow 
me  ;  and,  for  my  part,  I  was  ready  to  blow  out  the  brains 
of  the  first  who  dared  to  approach  me.  In  this  way  I 
reached  the  open  air,  and  passed  by  the  hag  and  the 
four  men  as  they  were  busy  at  their  awful  work.  But 
at  this  point  I  was  observed  and  followed.  A  number 
o»f  men  and  women  came  after  me,  jabbering  their  un¬ 
couth  language  and  gesticulating.  I  warned  them  off, 
angrily.  They  persisted,  and  though  none  of  them  were 
armed,  yet  I  saw  that  they  were  unwilling  to  have  me 
leave  the  cave,  and  I  supposed  that  they  would  try  to 
prevent  me  by  force. 

The  absence  of  Agnew  made  my  position  a  difficult 
one.  Had  it  not  been  for  this  I  would  have  burst 
through  them  and  fled  to  the  boat ;  but  as  long  as  he 
was  away  I  felt  bound  to  wait ;  and  though  I  longed 
to  fly,  I  could  not  for  his  sake.  The  boat  seemed  to  be 
a  haven  of  rest.  I  longed  to  be  in  her  once  more,  and 
drift  away,  even  if  it  should  be  to  my  death.  Nature 
was  here  less  terrible  than  man ;  and  it  seemed  better 
to  drown  in  the  waters,  to  perish  amid  rocks  and  whirl¬ 
pools,  than  to  linger  here  amid  such  horrors  as  these. 
These  people  were  not  like  human  beings.  The  vilest 
and  lowest  savages  that  I  had  ever  seen  were  not  so 
odious  as  these.  A  herd  of  monkeys  would  be  far  more 
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congenial,  a  flock  of  wolves  less  abhorrent.  They  had 
the  caricature  of  the  human  form  ;  they  were  the  low¬ 
est  of  humanity ;  their  speech  was  a  mockery  of  lan¬ 
guage  ;  their  faces  devilish,  their  kindness  a  cunning 
pretence  ;  and  most  hideous  of  all  was  the  nightmare 
hag  that  prepared  the  cannibal  repast. 

I  could  not  begin  hostilities,  for  I  had  to  wait  for 
Agnew  ;  so  I  stood  and  looked,  and  then  walked  away 
for  a  little  distance.  They  followed  me  closely,  with 
eager  words  and  gesticulations,  though  as  yet  no  one 
touched  me  or  threatened  me.  Their  tone  seemed  rather 
one  of  persuasion.  After  a  few  paces  I  stood  still,  with 
all  of  them  around  me.  The  horrible  repast  showed 
plainly  all  that  was  in  store  for  us.  They  received  us 
kindly  and  fed  us  well  only  to  devote  us  to  the  most 
abhorrent  of  deaths.  Agnew,  in  his  mad  confidence, 
was  only  insuring  his  own  doom.  He  was  putting  him¬ 
self  completely  in  the  power  of  devils,  who  were  inca¬ 
pable  of  pity  and  strangers  to  humanity.  To  make 
friends  with  such  fiends  was  impossible,  and  I  felt  sure 
that  our  only  plan  was  to  rule  by  terror — to  seize,  to 
slay,  to  conquer.  But  still  I  had  to  wait  for  him,  and 
did  not  dare  to  resort  to  violence  while  he  was  absent ; 
so  I  waited,  while  the  savages  gathered  round  me,  con¬ 
tenting  themselves  with  guarding  me,  and  neither 
touching  me  nor  threatening  me.  And  all  this  time 
the  hag  went  on,  intent  on  her  preparation  of  the  hor¬ 
rible  repast. 

While  standing  there  looking,  listening,  waiting  for 
Agnew,  I  noticed  many  things.  Far  away  the  volca¬ 
noes  blazed,  and  the  northern  sky  was  red  with  a  lurid 
light.  There,  too,  higher  up,  the  moon  was  shining 
overhead,  the  sky  was  gleaming  with  stars  ;  and  all 
over  the  heavens  there  shone  the  lustre  of  the  aurora 
australis,  brighter  than  any  I  had  ever  seen — surpassing 
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the  moon  and  illuminating  all.  It  lighted  up  the  hag¬ 
gard  faces  of  the  devils  around  me,  and  it  again  seemed 
to  me  as  though  I  had  died  and  gone  to  the  land  of  woe 
— an  iron  land,  a  land  of  despair,  with  lurid  fires  all 
aglow  and  faces  of  fear. 

Suddenly,  there  burst  upon  my  ears  the  report  of  a 
gun,  which  sounded  like  a  thunder-peal,  and  echoed  in 
long  reverberations.  At  once  I  understood  it.  My 
fears  had  proved  true.  These  savages  had  enticed 
Agnew  away  to  destroy  him.  In  an  instant  I  burst 
through  the  crowd  around  me,  and  ran  wildly  in  the 
direction  of  that  sound,  calling  his  name,  as  I  ran,  at 
the  top  of  my  voice. 

I  heard  a  loud  cry ;  then  another  report.  I  hurried 
on,  shouting  his  name  in  a  kind  of  frenzy.  The  strange 
courage  of  these  savages  had  already  impressed  me 
deeply.  Tlney  did  not  fear  our  guns.  They  were  all 
attacking  him,  and  he  was  alone,  fighting  for  his  life. 

Then  there  was  another  report ;  it  was  his  pistol.  I 
still  ran  on,  and  still  shouted  to  him. 

At  last  I  received  an  answer.  He  had  perhaps  heard 
me,  and  was  answering,  or,  at  any  rate,  lie  was  warn¬ 
ing  me. 

“More,”  he  cried,  “fly,  fly,  fly  to  the  boat!  Save 
yourself  !” 

“  Where  are  you  ?”  I  cried,  as  I  still  rushed  on. 

“  Fly,  More,  fly  !  Save  yourself  !  You  can’t  save 
me.  I’m  lost.  Fly  for  your  life  !” 

Judging  from  his  cries,  he  did  not  seem  far  awajr.  I 
hurried  on.  I  could  see  nothing  of  him.  All  the  time 
the  savages  followed  me.  None  were  armed ;  but  it 
seemed  to  me  that  they  were  preparing  to  fling  them¬ 
selves  upon  me  and  overpower  me  with  their  numbers. 
They  would  capture  me  alive,  I  thought,  bind  me,  and 
carry  me  back,  reserving  me  for  a  future  time  ! 
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I  turned  and  waved  them  back.  They  took  no  notice 
of  my  gesture.  Then  I  ran  on  once  more.  They  fol¬ 
lowed.  They  could  not  run  so  fast  as  I  did,  and  so  I 
gained  on  them  rapidly,  still  shouting  to  Agnew.  But 
there  was  no  response.  I  ran  backward  and  forward, 
crossing  and  recrossing,  doubling  and  turning,  pursued 
all  the  time  by  the  savages.  At  last,  in  rage  and  de¬ 
spair,  I  fired  upon  them,  and  one  of  them  fell.  But,  to 
my  dismay,  the  others  did  not  seem  to  care  one  whit ; 
they  did  not  stop  for  one  moment,  but  pursued  as  before. 

My  situation  was  now  plain  in  all  its  truth.  They 
had  enticed  Agnew  away  ;  they  had  attacked  him.  He 
had  fought,  and  had  been  overpowered.  He  had  tried 
to  give  me  warning.  His  last  words  had  been  for  me 
to  fly — to  fly  :  yes,  for  he  well  knew  that  it  was  better 
far  for  me  to  go  to  death  through  the  raging  torrent 
than  to  meet  the  fate  which  had  fallen  upon  himself. 
For  him  there  was  now  no  more  hope.  That  he  was 
lost  was  plain.  If  he  were  still  alive  he  would  call  to 
me  ;  but  his  voice  had  been  silenced  for  some  time.  All 
was  over,  and  that  noble  heart  that  had  withstood  so 
bravely  and  cheerily  the  rigors  of  the  storm,  and  the 
horrors  of  our  desperate  voyage,  had  been  stilled  in 
death  by  the  vilest  of  miscreants. 

I  paused  for  a  moment.  Even  though  Agnew  was 
dead,  I  could  not  bear  to  leave  him,  but  felt  as  though 
I  ought  to  share  his  fate.  The  savages  came  nearer. 
At  their  approach  I  hesitated  no  longer.  That  fate 
was  too  terrible  :  I  must  fly. 

But  before  I  fled  I  turned  in  fury  to  wreak  vengeance 
upon  them  for  their  crimes.  Full  of  rage  and  despair, 
I  discharged  my  remaining  rifle-barrel  into  the  midst 
of  the  crowd.  Then  I  fled  towards  the  boat.  On  the 
way  I  had  a  frightful  thought  that  she  might  have  been 
sent  adrift ;  but,  on  approaching  the  place,  I  found  her 
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there  just  as  I  had  left  her.  The  savages,  with  their 
usual  fearlessness,  still  pursued.  For  a  moment  I  stood 
on  the  shore,  with  the  grapple  in  my  hand  and  the  boat 
close  by,  and  as  they  came  near  I  discharged  my  pistol 
into  the  midst  of  them.  Then  I  sprang  into  the  boat ; 
the  swift  current  bore  me  away,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
the  crowd  of  pursuing  demons  disappeared  from  view. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE  TORRENT  SWEEPING  UNDER  THE  MOUNTAINS. 

The  boat  drifted  on.  The  light  given  by  the  aurora 
and  the  low  moon  seem  to  grow  fainter;  and  as  I  looked 
behind  I  saw  that  the  distant  glow  from  the  volcanic 
fires  had  become  more  brilliant  in  the  increasing  dark¬ 
ness.  The  sides  of  the  channel  grew  steeper,  until  at 
last  they  became  rocky  precipices,  rising  to  an  unknown 
height.  The  channel  itself  grew  narrower,  till  from  a 
width  of  two  miles  it  had  contracted  to  a  tenth  of  those 
dimensions;  but  with  this  lessening  width  the  waters 
seemed  to  rush  far  more  swiftly.  Here  I  drifted  help¬ 
lessly,  and  saw  the  gloomy,  rocky  cliffs  sweep  past  me 
as  I  was  hurled  onward  on  the  breast  of  the  tremendous 
flood.  I  was  in  despair.  The  fate  of  Agnew  had  pre¬ 
pared  me  for  my  own,  and  I  was  only  thankful  that 
my  fate,  since  it  was  inevitable,  would  be  less  appalling. 
Heath  seemed  certain,  and  my  chief  thought  now  was 
as  to  the  moment  when  it  would  come.  I  was  pre¬ 
pared.  I  felt  that  I  could  meet  it  calmly,  sternly,  even 
thankfully;  far  better  was  a  death  here  amid  the  roar 
of  waters  than  at  the  hands  of  those  abhorrent  beings 
by  whose  treachery  my  friend  had  fallen. 

As  I  went  on,  the  precipices  rose  higher  and  seemed 
to  overhang,  the  channel  grew  narrower,  the  light  grew 
fainter,  until  at  last  all  around  me  grew  dark.  I  was 
floating  at  the  bottom  of  a  vast  chasm,  where  the  sides 
seemed  to  rise  precipitously  for  thousands  of  feet,  where 
neither  watery  flood  nor  rocky  wall  was  visible,  and 
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where,  far  above,  I  could  see  the  line  of  sky  between 
the  summits  of  the  cliffs,  and  watch  the  glowing  stars. 
And  as  I  watched  them  there  came  to  me  the  thought 

O 

that  this  was  my  last  sight  on  earth,  and  I  could  only 
hope  that  the  life  which  was  so  swiftly  approaching 
its  end  might  live  again  somewhere  among  those  glit¬ 
tering  orbs.  So  I  thought;  and  with  these  thoughts  I 
drifted  on,  I  cannot  tell  how  long,  until  at  length  there 
appeared  a  vast  black  mass,  where  the  open  sky  above  me 
terminated,  and  where  the  lustre  of  the  stars  and  the  light 
of  the  heavens  were  all  swallowed  up  in  utter  darkness. 

This,  then,  I  thought,  is  the  end.  Here,  amid  this 
darkness,  I  must  make  the  awful  plunge  and  find  my 
death.  I  fell  upon  my  knees  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat 
and  prayed.  As  I  knelt  there  the  boat  drew  nearer, 
the  black  mass  grew  blacker.  The  current  swept  me 
on.  There  were  no  breakers;  there  was  no  phosphor¬ 
escent  sparkle  of  seething  waters,  and  no  whiteness  of 
foam.  I  thought  that  I  was  on  the  brink  of  some  tre¬ 
mendous  cataract  a  thousand  times  deeper  than  Ni¬ 
agara;  some  fall  where  the  waters  plunged  into  the 
depths  of  the  earth ;  and  where,  gathering  for  the  ter¬ 
rific  descent,  all  other  movements  —  all  dashings  and 
wri  things  and  twistings — were  obliterated  and  lost  in 
the  one  overwhelming  onward  rush.  Suddenly  all  grew 
dark — dark  beyond  all  expression  ;  the  sky  above  was  in 
a  moment  snatched  from  view;  I  had  been  flung  into 
some  tremendous  cavern;  and  there,  on  my  knees,  with 
terror  in  my  heart,  I  waited  for  death. 

The  moments  passed,  and  death  delayed  to  come. 
The  awful  plunge  was  still  put  off ;  and  though  I  re¬ 
mained  on  my  knees  and  waited  long,  still  the  end 
came  not.  The  waters  seemed  still,  the  boat  motion¬ 
less.  It  was  borne  upon  the  surface  of  a  vast  stream 
as  smooth  as  glass;  but  who  could  tell  how  deep  that 
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stream  was,  or  how  wide  ?  At  length  I  rose  from  my 
knees  and  sank  down  upon  the  seat  of  the  boat,  and 
tried  to  peer  through  the  gloom.  In  vain.  Nothing 
was  visible.  It  was  the  very  blackness  of  darkness.  I 
listened,  but  heard  nothing  save  a  deep,  dull,  droning 
sound,  which  seemed  to  fill  all  the  air  and  make  it  all 
tremulous  with  its  vibrations.  I  tried  to  collect  my 
thoughts.  I  recalled  that  old  theory  which  had  been 
in  my  mind  before  this,  and  which  I  had  mentioned  to 
Agnew.  This  was  the  notion  that  at  each  pole  there  is 
a  vast  opening;  that  into  one  of  them  all  the  waters  of 
the  ocean  pour  themselves,  and,  after  passing  through 
the  earth,  come  out  at  the  other  pole,  to  pass  about  its 
surface  in  innumerable  streams.  It  was  a  wild  fancy, 
which  I  had  laughed  at  under  other  circumstances,  but 
which  now  occurred  to  me  once  more,  when  I  was  over¬ 
whelmed  with  despair,  and  my  mind  was  weakened  by 
the  horrors  which  I  had  experienced  ;  and  I  had  a 
vague  fear  that  I  had  been  drawn  into  the  very  channel 
through  which  the  ocean  waters  flowed  in  their  course 
to  that  terrific,  that  unparalleled  abyss.  Still,  there  was 
as  yet  no  sign  whatever  of  anything  like  a  descent,  for 
the  boat  was  on  even  keel,  and  perfectly  level  as  before, 
and  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  tell  whether  I  was  mov¬ 
ing  swiftly  or  slowly,  or  standing  perfectly  still;  for  in 
that  darkness  there  were  no  visible  objects  by  which  I 
could  find  out  the  rate  of  my  progress;  and  as  those 
who  go  up  in  balloons  are  utterly  insensible  of  motion, 
so  was  I  on  those  calm  but  swift  waters. 

At  length  there  came  into  view  something  which 
arrested  my  attention  and  engrossed  all  my  thoughts. 
It  was  a  faint  glow  that  at  first  caught  my  gaze;  and, 
on  turning  to  see  it  better,  I  saw  a  round  red  spot  glow¬ 
ing  like  fire.  I  had  not  seen  this  before.  It  looked 
like  the  moon  when  it  rises  from  behind  clouds,  and 
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glows  red  and  lurid  from  tlie  horizon ;  and  so  this 
glowed,  but  not  with  the  steady  light  of  the  moon,  for 
the  lisrlit  was  fitful,  and  sometimes  flashed  into  a  bale- 
f ul  brightness,  which  soon  subsided  into  a  dimmer  lustre. 
New  alarm  arose  within  me,  for  this  new  sight  suggested 
something  more  terrible  than  anything  that  I  had  thus 
far  thought  of.  This,  then,  I  thought,  was  to  be  the 
end  of  my  voyage;  this  was  my  goal — a  pit  of  fire,  into 
which  I  should  be  hurled !  Would  it  be  well,  I  thought, 
to  wait  for  such  a  fate,  and  experience  such  a  death- 
agony  ?  Would  it  not  be  better  for  me  to  take  my  own 
life  before  I  should  know  the  worst  ?  I  took  my  pistol 
and  loaded  it,  so  as  to  be  prepared,  but  hesitated  to  use 
it  until  my  fate  should  be  more  apparent.  So  I  sat, 
holding  my  pistol,  prepared  to  use  it,  watching  the 
light,  and  awaiting  the  time  when  the  glowing  fires 
should  make  all  further  hope  impossible.  But  time 
passed,  and  the  light  grew  no  brighter;  on  the  contrary, 
it  seemed  to  grow  fainter.  There  was  also  another 
change.  Instead  of  shining  before  me,  it  appeared  more 
on  my  left.  From  this  it  went  on  changing  its  position 
until  at  length  it  was  astern.  All  the  time  it  continued 
to  grow  fainter,  and  it  seemed  certain  that  I  was  mov¬ 
ing  away  from  it  rather  than  towards  it.  In  the  midst 
of  this  there  occurred  a  new  thought,  which  seemed  to 
account  for  this  light — this  was,  that  it  arose  from  these 
same  volcanoes  which  had  illuminated  the  northern  sky 
when  I  was  ashore,  and  followed  me  still  with  their 
glare.  I  had  been  carried  into  this  darkness,  through 
some  vast  opening  which  now  lay  behind  me,  disclosing 
the  red  volcano  glow,  and  this  it  was  that  caused  that 
roundness  and  resemblance  to  the  moon.  I  saw  that  I 
was  still  moving  on  away  from  that  light  as  before,  and 
that  its  changing  position  was  due  to  the  turning  of  the 
boat  as  the  water  drifted  it  along,  now  stern  foremost, 
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now  sidewise,  and  again  bow  foremost.  From  this  it 
seemed  plainly  evident  that  the  waters  had  borne  me 
into  some  vast  cavern  of  unknown  extent,  which  went 
under  the  mountains — a  subterranean  channel,  whose 
issue  I  could  not  conjecture.  Was  this  the  beginning 
of  that  course  which  should  ultimately  become  a  plunge 
deep  down  into  some  unutterable  abyss  ?  or  might  I  ever 
hope  to  emerge  again  into  the  light  of  day — perhaps  in 
some  other  ocean — some  land  of  ice  and  frost  and  eter¬ 
nal  night?  But  the  old  theory  of  the  flow  of  water 
through  the  earth  had  taken  hold  of  me  and  could  not 
be  shaken  off.  I  knew  some  scientific  men  held  the 
opinion  that  the  earth’s  interior  is  a  mass  of  molten  rock 
and  pent-up  fire,  and  that  the  earth  itself  had  once  been 
a  burning  orb,  which  had  Cooled  down  at  the  surface; 
yet,  after  all,  this  was  only  a  theory,  and  there  were 
other  theories  which  were  totally  different.  As  a  boy  I 
had  read  wild  works  of  fiction  about  lands  in  the  interior 
of  the  earth,  with  a  sun  at  the  centre,  which  gave  them 
the  light  of  a  perpetual  day.  These,  I  knew,  were  only 
the  creations  of  fiction;  yet,  after  all,  it  seemed  possible 
that  the  earth  might  contain  vast  hollow  spaces  in  its 
interior — realms  of  eternal  darkness,  caverns  in  com¬ 
parison  with  which  the  hugest  caves  on  the  surface  were 
but  the  tiniest  cells.  I  was  now  being  borne  on  to  these. 
In  that  case  there  might  be  no  sudden  plunge,  after 
all.  The  stream  might  run  on  for  many  thousand  miles 
through  this  terrific  cavern  gloom,  in  accordance  with 
natural  laws;  and  I  might  thus  live,  and  drift  on  in  this 
darkness,  until  I  should  die  a  lingering  death  of  horror 
and  despair. 

There  was  no  possible  way  of  forming  any  estimate 
as  to  speed.  All  was  dark,  and  even  the  glow  behind 
was  fading  away  ;  nor  could  I  make  any  conjecture  what¬ 
ever  as  to  the  size  of  the  channel.  At  the  opening  it 
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had  been  contracted  and  narrow  ;  but  here  it  might  have 
expanded  itself  to  miles,  and  its  vaulted  top  might  reach 
almost  to  the  summit  of  the  lofty  mountains.  While 
sight  thus  failed  me,  sound  was  equally  unavailing,  for 
it  was  always  the  same — a  sustained  and  unintermittent 
roar,  a  low,  droning  sound,  deep  and  terrible,  with  no 
variations  of  dashing  breakers  or  rushing  rapids  or  fall¬ 
ing  cataracts.  Vague  thoughts  of  final  escape  came  and 
went ;  but  in  such  a  situation  hope  could  not  be  sus¬ 
tained.  The  thick  darkness  oppressed  the  soul  ;  and  at 
length  even  the  glow  of  the  distant  volcanoes,  which 
had  been  gradually  diminishing,  grew  dimmer  and  faint¬ 
er,  and  finally  faded  out  altogether.  That  seemed  to 
me  to  be  my  last  sight  of  earthly  things.  After  this 
nothing  was  left.  There  was  no  longer  for  me  such  a 
thing  as  sight ;  there  was  nothing  but  darkness — perpet¬ 
ual  and  eternal  night.  I  was  buried  in  a  cavern  of  rush¬ 
ing  waters,  to  which  there  would  be  no  end,  where  I 
should  be  borne  onward  helplessly  by  the  resistless  tide 
to  a  mysterious  and  an  appalling  doom. 

The  darkness  grew  so  intolerable  that  I  longed  for 
something  to  dispel  it,  if  only  for  a  moment.  I  struck 
a  match.  The  air  was  still,  and  the  flame  flashed  out, 
lighting  up  the  boat  and  showing  the  black  water  around 
me.  This  made  me  eager  to  see  more.  I  loaded  both 
barrels  of  the  rifle,  keeping  my  pistol  for  another  pur¬ 
pose,  and  then  fired  one  of  them.  There  was  a  tremen¬ 
dous  report,  that  rang  in  ray  ears  like  a  hundred  thun¬ 
der-volleys,  and  rolled  and  reverberated  far  along,  and 
died  away  in  endless  echoes.  The  flash  lighted  up  the 
scene  for  an  instant,  and  for  an  instant  only ;  like  the 
sudden  lightning,  it  revealed  all  around.  I  saw  a  wide 
expanse  of  water,  black  as  ink — a  Stygian  pool ;  but  no 
rocks  were  visible,  and  it  seemed  as  though  I  had  been 
carried  into  a  subterranean  sea. 
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I  loaded  the  empty  barrel  and  waited.  The  flash  of 
light  had  revealed  nothing,  yet  it  had  distracted  my 
thoughts,  and  the  work  of  reloading  was  an  additional 
distraction.  Anything  was  better  than  inaction.  I  did 
not  wish  to  waste  my  ammunition,  yet  I  thought  that 
an  occasional  shot  might  serve  some  good  purpose,  if  it 
was  only  to  afford  me  some  relief  from  despair. 

And  now,  as  I  sat  with  the  rifle  in  my  hands,  I  was 
aware  of  a  sound  —  new,  exciting,  different  altogether 
from  the  murmur  of  innumerable  waters  that  filled  my 
earn,  and  in  sharp  contrast  with  the  droning  echoes  of 
the  rushing  flood.  It  was  a  sound  that  spoke  of  life.  I 
heard  quick,  heavy  pantings,  as  of  some  great  living 
thing  ;  and  with  this  there  came  the  noise  of  regular 
movements  in  the  water,  and  the  foaming  and  gurgling 
of  waves.  It  was  as  though  some  living,  breathing 
creature  were  here,  not  far  away,  moving  through  these 
midnight  nvaters  ;  and  witli  this  discovery  there  came  a 
new  fear — the  fear  of  pursuit.  I  thought  that  some  sea- 
monster  had  scented  me  in  my  boat,  and  had  started  to 
attack  me.  This  new  fear  aroused  me  to  action.  It 
was  a  danger  quite  unlike  any  other  which  I  had  ever 
known  ;  yet  the  fear  which  it  inspired  was  a  feeling 
that  roused  me  to  action,  and  prompted  me,  even  though 
the  coming  danger  might  be  as  sure  as  death,  to  rise 
against  it  and  resist  to  the  last.  So  I  stood  up  with  my 
rifle  and  listened,  with  all  my  soul  in  my  sense  of  hear¬ 
ing.  The  sounds  arose  more  plainly.  They  had  come 
nearer.  They  were  immediately  in  front.  I  raised  my 
rifle  and  took  aim.  Then  in  quick  succession  two  reports 
thundered  out  with  tremendous  uproar  and  interminable 
echoes,  but  the  long  reverberations  were  unheeded  in 
the  blaze  of  sudden  light  and  the  vision  that  was  re¬ 
vealed.  For  there  full  before  me  I  saw,  though  but  for 
an  instant,  a  tremendous  sight.  It  was  a  vast  monster, 
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moving  in  the  waters  against  the  stream  and  towards 
the  boat.  Its  head  was  raised  high,  its  eyes  were  in¬ 
flamed  with  a  baleful  light,  its  jaws,  opened  wide,  bris¬ 
tled  with  sharp  teeth,  and  it  had  a  long  neck  joined  to 
a  body  of  enormous  bulk,  with  a  tail  that  lashed  all  the 
water  into  foam.  It  was  but  for  an  instant  that  I  saw 
it,  and  then  with  a  sudden  plunge  the  monster  dived, 
while  at  the  same  moment  all  was  as  dark  as  before. 

Full  of  terror  and  excitement,  I  loaded  my  rifle  again 
and  waited,  listening  for  a  renewal  of  the  noise.  I  felt 
sure  that  the  monster,  balked  of  his  prey,  would  return 
with  redoubled  furv,  and  that  I  should  have  to  renew 
the  conflict.  I  felt  that  the  dangers  of  the  subterranean 
passage  and  of  the  rushing  waters  had  passed  away,  and 
that  a  new  peril  had  arisen  from  the  assault  of  this  mon¬ 
ster  of  the  deep.  Nor  was  it  this  one  alone  that  was  to 
be  dreaded.  Where  one  was,  others  were  sure  to  be  ; 
and  if  this  one  should  pass  me  by  it  would  only  leave 
me  to  be  assailed  by  monsters  of  the  same  kind,  and 
these  would  probably  increase  in  number  as  I  advanced 
farther  into  this  realm  of  darkness.  And  yet,  in  spite 
of  these  grisly  thoughts,  I  felt  less  of  horror  than  be¬ 
fore,  for  the  fear  which  I  had  was  now  associated  with 
action  ;  and  as  I  stood  waiting  for  the  onset  and  listen¬ 
ing  for  the  approach  of  the  enemy,  the  excitement  that 
ensued  was  a  positive  relief  from  the  dull  despair  into 
which  I  had  sunk  but  a  moment  before. 

Yet,  though  I  waited  for  a  new  attack,  I  waited  in 
vain.  The  monster  did  not  come  back.  Either  the  flash 
and  tire  noise  had  terrified  him,  or  the  bullets  had  hit 
him,  or  else  in  his  vastness  he  had  been  indifferent  to 
so  feeble  a  creature  as  myself;  but  whatever  may  have 
been  the  cause,  he  did  not  emerge  again  out  of  the  dark¬ 
ness  and  silence  into  which  he  had  sunk.  For  a  long 
time  I  stood  waiting  ;  then  I  sat  down,  still  watchful, 
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still  listening,  but  without  any  result,  until  at  length  I 
began  to  think  that  there  was  no  chance  of  any  new 
attack.  Indeed,  it  seemed  now  as  though  there  had 
been  no  attack  at  all,  but  that  the  monster  had  been 
swimming  at  random  without  any  thought  of  me,  in 
which  case  my  rifle-flashes  had  terrified  him  more  than 
his  fearful  form  had  terrified  me.  On  the  whole  this 
incident  had  greatly  benefited  me.  It  had  roused  me 
from  my  despair.  I  grew  reckless,  and  felt  a  disposition 
to  acquiesce  in  whatever  fate  might  have  in  store  for 
me. 

And  now,  worn  out  with  fatigue  and  exhausted  from 
long  watchfulness  and  anxiety,  I  sank  down  in  the  bot¬ 
tom  of  the  boat  and  fell  into  a  deep  sleejj. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  NEW  WOULD. 

How  long  I  slept  I  do  not  know.  My  sleep  was  pro¬ 
found,  yet  disturbed  by  troubled  dreams,  in  which  I 
lived  over  again  all  the  eventful  scenes  of  the  past ; 
and  these  were  all  intermingled  in  the  wildest  confusion. 
The  cannibals  beckoned  to  us  from  the  peak,  and  wo 
landed  between  the  two  volcanoes.  There  the  body  of 
the  dead  sailor  received  us,  and  afterwards  chased  us 
to  the  boat.  Then  came  snow  and  volcanic  eruptions, 
and  we  drifted  amid  icebergs  and  molten  lava  until 
we  entered  an  iron  portal  and  plunged  into  darkness. 
Here  there  were  vast  swimming  monsters  and  burn¬ 
ing  orbs  of  fire  and  thunderous  cataracts  falling  from 
inconceivable  heights,  and  the  sweep  of  immeasurable 
tides  and  the  circling  of  infinite  whirlpools ;  while  in 
my  ears  there  rang  the  never-ending  roar  of  remorseless 
waters  that  came  after  us,  with  all  their  w7aves  and  bil¬ 
lows  rolling  upon  us.  It  wTas  a  dream  in  wrhich  all  the 
material  terrors  of  the  past  were  renewed  ;  but  these 
were  all  as  nothing  when  compared  with  a  certain  deep 
underlying  feeling  that  possessed  my  soul — a  sense  of 
loss  irretrievable,  an  expectation  of  impending  doom,  a 
drear  and  immitigable  despair. 

In  the  midst  of  this  I  awoke.  It  was  with  a  sudden 
start,  and  I  looked  all  around  in  speechless  bewilderment. 
The  first  thing  of  which  I  was  conscious  was  a  great 
blaze  of  light — light  so  lately  lost,  and  supposed  to  be 
lost  forever,  but  now  filling  all  the  universe — bright,  brill- 
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iant,  glowing,  bringing  hope  and  joy  and  gladness,  "with 
all  the  splendor  of  dee})  blue  skies  and  the  multitudinous 
laughter  of  ocean  wuives  that  danced  and  sparkled  in  the 
sun.  I  flung  up  my  arms  and  laughed  aloud.  Then  I 
burst  into  tears,  and,  falling  on  my  knees,  I  thanked  the 
Almighty  Ruler  of  the  skies  for  this  marvellous  deliver¬ 
ance. 

Rising  from  my  knees,  I  looked  around,  and  once  more 
amazement  overwhelmed  me.  I  saw  a  long  line  of 
mountains  towering  up  to  immeasurable  heights,  their 
summits  covered  Avith  eternal  ice  and  snow.  There  the 
sun  blazed  Ioav  in  the  sky,  elevated  but  a  few  degrees 
above  the  mountain  crests,  Avhich  gleamed  in  gold  and 
purple  under  its  fiery  rays.  The  sun  seemed  enlarged 
to  unusual  dimensions,  and  the  mountains  ran  aAvay  on 
every  side  like  the  segment  of  some  infinite  circle.  At 
the  base  of  the  mountains  lay  a  land  all  green  Avith  veg¬ 
etation,  Avhere  cultivated  fields  Avere  visible,  and  vine¬ 
yards  and  orchards  and  groves,  together  Avith  forests  of 
palm  and  all  manner  of  trees  of  every  Arariety  of  hue, 
Avhich  ran  up  the  sides  of  the  mountains  till  they  reached 
the  limits  of  Aregetation  and  the  regions  of  snoAV  and  ice. 

Here  in  all  directions  there  were  unmistakable  signs 
of  human  life — the  outlines  of  populous  cities  and  busy 
tOAvns  and  hamlets  ;  roads  Avinding  far  away  along  the 
plain  or  up  the  mountain-sides,  and  mighty  works  of  in¬ 
dustry  in  the  shape  of  massive  structures,  terraced  slopes, 
long  roAvs  of  arches,  ponderous  pyramids,  and  battle- 
mented  walls. 

From  the  land  I  turned  to  the  sea.  I  saw  before  me 
an  expanse  of  water  intensely  blue — an  extent  so  vast 
that  never  before  in  all  my  ocean  voyages  had  anything 
appeared  at  all  comparable  Avith  it.  Out  at  sea,  where- 
ever  I  had  been,  the  Avater  had  always  limited  the  vieAv  ; 
the  horizon  had  never  seemed  far  aAvay  ;  ships  soon  sank 
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below  it,  and  tlie  visible  surface  of  the  earth  was  thus 
always  contracted  ;  but  here,  to  my  bewilderment,  the 
horizon  appeared  to  be  removed  to  an  immeasurable 
distance  and  raised  high  in  the  air,  while  the  waters  were 
prolonged  endlessly.  Starting  from  where  I  was,  they 
went  away  to  inconceivable  distances,  and  the  view  be¬ 
fore  me  seemed  like  a  watery  declivity  reaching  for  a 
thousand  miles,  till  it  approached  the  horizon  far  up  in 
the  sky.  Nor  was  it  any  delusion  of  the  senses  that 
caused  this  unparalleled  spectacle.  I  was  familiar  with 
the  phenomena  of  the  mirage,  and  knew  well  that  there 
was  nothing  of  that  kind  here ;  for  the  mirage  always 
shows  great  surfaces  of  stillness,  or  a  regular  vibration 
- — glassy  tides  and  indistinct  distances  ;  but  here  every¬ 
thing  was  sharply  defined  in  the  clear  atmosphere  :  the 
sky  overhung  a  deep  blue  vault ;  the  waves  danced  and 
sparkled  in  the  sun  ;  the  waters  rolled  and  foamed  on 
every  side  ;  and  the  fresh  breeze,  as  it  blew  over  the 
ocean,  brought  with  it  such  exhilarating  influences  that 
it  acted  upon  me  like  some  reviving  cordial. 

From  the  works  of  nature  I  turned  to  those  of  man. 
These  were  visible  everywhere  :  on  the  land,  in  cities 
and  cultivated  fields  and  mighty  constructions  ;  on  the 
sea,  in  floating  craft,  which  appeared  wherever  I  turned 
my  eyes — boats  like  those  of  fishermen,  ships  long  and 
low,  some  like  galleys,  propelled  by  a  hundred  oars, 
others  provided  with  one  huge  square-sail,  which  en¬ 
abled  them  to  run  before  the  wind.  They  were  unlike 
any  ships  which  I  had  ever  seen  ;  for  neither  in  the 
Mediterranean  nor  in  Chinese  waters  were  there  any 
craft  like  these,  and  they  reminded  me  rather  of  those 
ancient  galleys  which  I  had  seen  in  pictures. 

I  was  lost  in  wonder  as  to  where  I  was,  and  what 
land  this  could  be  to  which  I  had  been  brought.  I  had 
not  plunged  into  the  interior  of  the  earth,  but  I  had 
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been  carried  under  the  mountains,  and  had  emerged 
again  into  the  glad  light  of  the  sun.  Could  it  be  possi¬ 
ble,  I  thought,  that  Agnew’s  hope  had  been  realized,  and 
that  I  had  been  carried  into  the  warm  regions  of  the 
South  Pacific  Ocean  ?  Yet  in  the  South  Pacific  there 
could  be  no  place  like  this — no  immeasurable  expanse 
of  waters,  no  horizon  raised  mountain  high.  It  seemed 
like  a  vast  basin -shaped  world,  for  all  around  me  the 
surface  appeared  to  rise,  and  I  was  in  what  looked  like 
a  depression  ;  yet  I  knew  that  the  basin  and  the  depres¬ 
sion  were  an  illusion,  and  that  this  appearance  was  due  to 
the  immense  extent  of  level  surface  with  the  environment 
of  lofty  mountains.  I  had  crossed  the  antarctic  circle ; 
I  had  been  borne  onward  for  an  immense  distance.  Over 
all  the  known  surface  of  the  earth  no  one  had  ever  seen 
anything  like  this  ;  there  were  but  two  places  where 
such  an  immeasurable  plain  was  possible,  and  those  were 
at  the  flattened  poles.  Where  I  was  I  now  knew  well. 
I  had  reached  the  antarctic  pole.  Here  the  earth  was 
flat — an  immense  level  with  no  roundness  to  lessen  the 
reach  of  the  horizon,  but  an  almost  even  surface  that 
gave  an  unimpeded  view  for  hundreds  of  miles. 

The  subterranean  channel  had  rushed  through  the 
mountains  and  had  carried  me  here.  Here  came  all  the 
waters  of  the  Northern  ocean  pouring  into  this  vast  po¬ 
lar  sea,  perhaps  to  issue  forth  from  it  by  some  similar 
passage.  Here,  then,  was  the  South  Pole — a  world  by 
itself  :  and  how  different  from  that  terrible,  that  iron 
land  on  the  other  side  of  the  mountains  ! — not  a  world 
of  ice  and  frost,  but  one  of  beauty  and  light,  with  a  cli¬ 
mate  that  was  almost  tropical  in  its  warmth,  and  lands 
that  were  covered  with  the  rank  luxuriance  of  a  . teeming 
vegetable  life.  I  had  passed  from  that  outer  world  to 
this  inner  one,  and  the  passage  was  from  death  unto  life, 
from  agony  and  despair  to  sunlight  and  splendor  and  joy. 
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Above  all,  in  all  around  me  that  which  most  impressed 
me  now  was  the  rich  and  superabundant  life,  and  a 
warmth  of  air  which  made  me  think  of  India.  It  was 
an  amazing  and  an  unaccountable  thing,  and  I  could 
only  attribute  it  to  the  flattening  of  the  poles,  which 
brought  the  surface  nearer  to  the  supposed  central  fires 
of  the  earth,  and  therefore  created  a  heat  as  great  as  that 
of  the  equatorial  regions.  Here  I  found  a  tropical  cli¬ 
mate — a  land  warmed  not  by  the  sun,  but  from  the  earth 
itself.  Or  another  cause  might  be  found  in  the  warm 
ocean  currents.  Whatever  the  true  one  might  be,  I 
was  utterly  unable  to  form  a  conjecture. 

But  I  had  no  time  for  such  speculations  as  these.  Af¬ 
ter  the  first  emotions  of  wonder  and  admiration  had 
somewhat  subsided,  I  began  to  experience  other  sensa¬ 
tions.  I  began  to  remember  that  I  had  eaten  nothing 
for  a  length  of  time  that  I  had  no  means  of  calculating, 
and  to  look  around  to  see  if  there  was  any  wray  of  satis¬ 
fying  my  hunger.  The  question  arose  now,  What  was 
to  be  done  ?  After  my  recent  terrible  experience  I  nat¬ 
urally  shrank  from  again  committing  myself  to  the  ten¬ 
der  mercies  of  strange  tribes  ;  yet  further  thought  and 
examination  showed  me  that  the  people  of  this  strange 
land  must  be  very  different  from  those  frightful  savages 
on  the  other  side  of  the  mountains.  Everywhere  I  be¬ 
held  the  manifest  signs  of  cultivation  and  civilization. 
Still,  I  knew  that  even  civilized  people  would  not  neces¬ 
sarily  be  any  kinder  than  savages,  and  that  I  might  be 
seized  and  flung  into  hopeless  imprisonment  or  slavery. 

So  I  hesitated,  yet  what  could  I  do  ?  My  hunger  was 
beginning  to  be  insupportable.  I  had  reached  a  place 
where  I  had  to  choose  between  starvation  on  the  one 
hand,  or  a  venture  among  these  people  on  the  other.  To 
go  back  was  impossible.  Who  could  breast  those  waters 
in  the  tremendous  subterranean  channel,  or  force  his 
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way  back  through  such  appalling  dangers  ?  Or,  if  that 
were  possible,  who  could  ever  hope  to  breast  those  mighty 
currents  beyond,  or  work  his  way  amid  everlasting  ice 
and  immeasurable  seas?  No;  return  was  impossible. 
I  had  been  flung  into  this  world  of  wonders,  and  here 
would  be  my  hom-e  for  the  remainder  of  my  days  ; 
though  I  could  not  now  imagine  whether  those  days 
would  be  passed  in  peace  or  in  bitter  slavery  and  sorrow. 
Yet  the  decision  must  be  made  and  the  risk  must  be  run. 
It  must  be  so.  I  must  land  here,  venture  amone:  these 
people,  and  trust  in  that  Providence  which  had  hitherto 
sustained  me. 

Having  thus  resolved  at  all  hazards  to  try  my  fate,  I 
rowed  in  towards  the  shore.  Thus  far  I  had  seen  gal¬ 
leys  passing  and  small  boats,  but  they  had  taken  no  no¬ 
tice  of  me,  for  the  reason  that  they  were  too  far  away  to 
perceive  anything  about  me  that  differed  from  any  other 
boat;  but  now,  as  I  rowed,  I  noticed  a  galley  coming 
down  towards  me.  She  seemed  to  be  going  in.  towards 
the  shore  at  the  very  point  at  which  I  was  aiming,  and 
her  course  and  mine  must  soon  meet  if  I  continued  to 
row.  After  some  hesitation  I  concluded  to  make  sig¬ 
nals  to  her,  so  as  to  attract  attention;  for,  now  that  I 
had  resolved  to  venture  among  the  people  here,  I  was 
anxious  to  end  my  suspense  as  soon  as  possible.  So  I 
continued  rowing,  and  gradually  drew  nearer.  The 
galley  was  propelled  by  oars,  of  which  there  were  fifty 
on  either  side.  The  stern  was  raised,  and  covered  in 
like  a  cabin.  At  length  I  ceased  rowing,  and  sat  watch¬ 
ing  her.  I  soon  saw  that  I  was  noticed,  but  this  did  not 
occur  till  the  galley  was  close  by  me — so  close,  indeed, 
that  I  thought  they  would  pass  without  perceiving  me. 
I  raised  my  hands,  waved  them,  and  gave  a  cry.  The 
galley  at  once  stopped,  a  boat  was  lowered,  and  some 
men  descended  and  rowed  towards  me. 
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They  were  men  of  strange  appearance — very  small  in 
stature  and  slender  in  frame.  Their  hair  was  black 
and  straight,  their  features  were  quite  regular,  and  their 
general  expression  was  one  of  great  gentleness.  I  was 
surprised  to  notice  that  they  kept  their  eyes  almost 
closed,  as  though  they  were  weak  and  troubled  by  the 
glare  of  the  sun.  With  their  half-closed  eyes  they 
blinked  at  me,  and  then  one  who  appeared  to  be  their 
chief  spoke  to  me.  I  understood  not  a  word;  and  then 
I  answered  him  in  English,  which,  of  course,  was  equally 
unintelligible  to  him.  I  then  made  signs,  pointing  to  the 
mountains  and  endeavoring  to  make  known  to  him  that 
I  had  come  from  beyond  them — that  I  had  suffered  ship¬ 
wreck,  that  I  had  drifted  here,  and  that  I  needed  assist¬ 
ance.  Of  all  this  it  was  quite  evident  that  they  under¬ 
stood  nothing  except  the  fact  that  I  needed  help.  The 
moment  that  they  comprehended  this  they  took  me  in 
tow  and  rowed  back  to  the  galley. 

I  found  the  galley  to  be  about  one  hundred  and  fifty 
feet  in  length.  For  about  two  thirds  of  this  length  for¬ 
ward  it  was  open  and  filled  with  seats,  where  there  were 
about  a  hundred  rowers,  who  all  looked  like  those  that  I 
had  first  seen,  all  being  of  small  stature,  slender  frames, 
and,  moreover,  all  being  apparently  distressed  by  the  sun¬ 
light.  There  was  in  all  of  them  the  same  mild  and  gen¬ 
tle  expression.  In  complexion  and  general  outline  of 
features  they  were  not  unlike  Arabs,  but  they  were  en¬ 
tirely  destitute  of  that  hardness  and  austerity  which  the 
latter  have.  They  all  had  beards,  which  were  dressed 
in  a  peculiar  way  in  plaits.  Their  costume  varied.  The 
rowers  wore  a  coarse  tunic,  with  a  girdle  of  rope.  The 
officers  wore  tunics  of  fine  cloth  and  very  elegant  man¬ 
tles,  richly  embroidered,  and  with  borders  of  down. 
They  all  wore  broad-brimmed  hats,  and  the  one  who 
seemed  to  be  chief  had  on  his  some  golden  ornaments. 
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Here  once  more  I  tried  to  explain  to  them  who  I  was. 
They  looked  at  me,  examining  me  all  over,  inspecting  my 
gun,  pistol,  coat,  trousers,  hoots,  and  hat,  and  talking  all 
the  time  among  themselves.  They  did  not  touch  me, 
but  merely  showed  the  natural  curiosity  which  is  felt  at 
the  sight  of  a  foreigner  who  has  appeared  unexpectedly. 
There  was  a  scrupulous  delicacy  and  a  careful  and  even 
ceremonious  politeness  in  their  attitude  towards  me  which 
was  at  once  amazing  and  delightful.  All  fear  and  anx¬ 
iety  had  now  left  me;  in  the  gentle  manners  and  amia¬ 
ble  faces  of  these  people  I  saw  enough  to  assure  me  of 
kind  treatment ;  and  in  my  deep  joy  and  gratitude  for 
this  even  my  hunger  was  for  a  time  forgotten. 

At  length  the  chief  motioned  to  me  to  follow  him.  lie 
led  the  way  to  the  cabin,  where,  opening  the  door,  he 
entered,  and  I  followed,  after  which  the  others  came 
in  also,  and  then  the  door  was  shut.  At  first  I  could 
see  nothing.  There  were  no  windows  whatever,  and 
only  one  or  two  slight  crevices  through  which  the 
light  came.  After  a  time  my  eyes  grew  more  accus¬ 
tomed  to  the  darkness,  and  I  could  see  that  the  cabin 
was  a  spacious  apartment,  adorned  with  rich  hangings 
of  some  unknown  material.  There  was  a  large  table 
and  seats.  Taking  me  by  the  hand,  the  chief  led  me  to 
this,  where  T  seated  myself,  while  the  others  remained 
standing.  Then  some  of  them  went  away,  and  soon  re¬ 
turned  with  food  and  drink.  The  food  was  of  different 
kinds — some  tasting  like  goose,  others  like  turkey,  oth¬ 
ers  like  partridge.  It  was  all  the  flesh  of  fowls,  though, 
judging  from  the  slices  before  me,  they  must  have  been 
of  great  size.  I  wondered  much  at  the  behavior  of 
the  officers  of  the  ship,  who  all,  and  the  chief  himself 
more  than  all,  stood  and  waited  upon  me;  but  it  was  a 
new  world,  and  I  supposed  that  this  must  be  the  fash¬ 
ion;  so  I  made  no  objections,  but  accepted  the  situation 
and  ate  with  a  thankful  heart. 
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As  the  first  keenness  of  my  appetite  was  satisfied  I 
had  more  leisure  to  make  observations.  I  noticed  that 
the  eyes  of  my  new  friends  no  longer  blinked ;  the}r 
were  wide  open;  and,  so  far  as  I  could  make  them  out, 
their  faces  were  much  improved.  Weakness  of  eyes 
seemed  common  among  these  people,  and  therefore  the 
officers  had  their  cabin  darkened,  while  the  unfortunate 
rowers  had  to  labor  in  the  blazing  sun.  Such  was  my 
conclusion,  and  the  fact  reminded  me  of  the  miserable 
fellahin  of  Egypt,  who  have  ophthalmia  from  the  blaz¬ 
ing  sun  and  burning  sand. 

After  the  repast  they  brought  me  water  in  a  basin, 
and  all  stood  around  me.  One  held  the  basin,  another 
a  towel,  another  a  flask,  another  took  a  sponge  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  wash  mv  face  and  hands.  This  was  all  strange 
to  me,  yet  there  was  nothing  left  for  me  but  submission. 
Then  the  chief,  who  had  stood  looking  on  with  a  smile 
on  his  face,  took  off  his  rich  furred  mantle  and  handed 
it  to  me.  I  was  half  inclined  to  refuse  it,  but  was  afraid 
of  giving  offence,  so  I  accepted  it,  and  he  himself  fas¬ 
tened  it  around  my  shoulders.  The  others  seemed  actu¬ 
ally  to  envy  the  chief,  as  though  he  had  gained  some 
uncommon  good-fortune.  Then  they  offered  me  vari¬ 
ous  drinks,  of  which  I  tasted  several  kinds.  Some  were 
sweet  waters  of  different  flavors,  others  tasted  like  mild 
wine,  one  was  a  fermented  drink,  light,  sweet,  and  very 
agreeable  to  the  palate.  I  now  wished  to  show  my  gen¬ 
erous  entertainers  that  I  was  grateful;  so  I  raised  my 
cup,  bowed  to  all  of  them,  particularly  the  chief,  and 
drank  their  health.  They  all  watched  this  ceremony 
with  very  sober  faces,  and  I  could  not  quite  make  out 
whether  they  took  my  meaning  or  not.  They  certainly 
did  not  look  pleased,  and  it  seemed  to  me  as  though 
they  felt  hurt  at  any  expression  of  gratitude,  so  I  con¬ 
cluded  for  the  future  to  abstain  from  all  such  demon- 
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strations.  Yet  with  every  moment  the  manners  of  these 
people  grew  more  bewildering.  It  was  strange,  indeed, 
for  me  to  find  myself  so  suddenly  the  centre  of  interest 
and  of  generous  intentions.  For  a  moment  the  thought 
occurred  to  me  that  they  regarded  me  as  some  wonder¬ 
ful  being  with  superior  powers,  and  were  trying  to  pro¬ 
pitiate  me  by  these  services;  yet  I  soon  saw  that  these 
services  were  not  at  all  acts  of  propitiation;  they  looked 
rather  like  those  loving  and  profuse  attentions  which  a 
family  showers  down  upon  some  dear  one  long  absent 
and  at  last  returned,  and  with  this  my  wonder  grew 
Greater  than  ever. 

The  galley  had  long  since  resumed  her  progress.  I 
heard  the  steady  beat  of  the  oars  as  they  all  moved  in 
time,  and  at  length  the  motion  ceased.  The  chief  then 
signed  to  me  and  went  out.  I  followed,  and  the  rest 
came  after.  And  now,  as  I  emerged  from  the  gloom  of 
the  cabin,  I  found  myself  once  more  in  the  glorious 
light  of  day,  and  saw  that  we  had  reached  the  land. 
The  galley  was  hauled  up  alongside  a  stone  quay,  and 
on  the  shore  there  were  buildings  and  walls  and  trees 
and  people.  The  chief  went  ashore  at  once,  and  I  accom¬ 
panied  him.  We  walked  for  some  distance  along  a  road 
with  stone  walls  on  either  side,  from  behind  which  there 
arose  trees  that  from  a  distance  had  looked  like  palms. 
I  now  found  them  to  be  giant  ferns,  arching  overhead 
with  their  broad  fanlike  leaves  and  branches  in  dense 
masses,  making  the  roadway  quite  dark  in  the  shadow. 
Astonished  as  I  was  at  the  sight  of  these  trees,  I  soon 
forgot  them  in  a  still  more  astonishing  sight,  for  after 
going  onward  about  a  hundred  paces  I  stopped,  and 
found  myself  in  a  wide  space  where  four  cross-roads 
met.  Here  there  were  three  birds  of  gigantic  stature. 
They  had  vast  bodies,  short  legs,  short  necks,  and  seemed 
as  large  as  an  ordinary-sized  ox.  Their  wings  were  short, 
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and  evidently  could  not  be  used  for  flight;  their  beaks 
were  like  that  of  a  sea-gull ;  each  one  had  a  man  on  his 
back,  and  was  harnessed  to  a  car.  The  chief  motioned 
to  me  to  enter  one  of  these  cars.  I  did  so.  He  followed, 
and  thereupon  the  driver  started  the  bird,  which  set 
forth  with  long,  rapid  strides,  at  a  pace  as  fast  as  that 
of  a  trotting  horse.  So  astonished  was  I  that  for  some 
time  I  did  not  notice  anything  else;  but  at  length,  when 
my  first  feeling  had  subsided,  I  began  to  regard  other 
objects.  All  the  way  the  dense  fern  foliage  arched 
overhead,  throwing  down  deep  shadows.  They  grew 
on  either  side  in  dense  rows,  but  between  their  stalks  I 
could  see  the  country  beyond,  which  lay  all  bright  in 
the  sunlight.  Here  were  broad  fields,  all  green  with 
verdure ;  farther  away  arose  clumps  of  tree-ferns ;  at 
every  step  of  the  way  new  vistas  opened ;  amid  the 
verdure  and  the  foliage  were  the  roofs  of  structures 
that  looked  like  pavilions,  and  more  massive  edifices 
with  pyramidal  roofs.  Our  road  constantly  ascended, 
and  at  length  we  came  to  a  crossing.  This  was  a  wide 
terrace  at  the  slope  of  the  mountain;  on  the  lower  side 
was  a  row  of  massive  stone  edifices  with  pyramidal  roofs, 
while  on  the  upper  there  were  portals  which  seemed  to 
open  into  excavated  caverns.  Here,  too,  on  either  side 
arose  the  giant  ferns,  overarching  and  darkening  the 
terrace  with  their  deep  shadow.  From  this  point  I 
looked  back,  and  through  the  trunks  of  the  tree-ferns  I 
could  see  fields  and  pavilions  and  the  pyramidal  roofs 
of  massive  edifices,  and  broad,  verdant  slopes,  while  in 
the  distance  there  were  peeps  of  the  boundless  sea.  We 
continued  on  our  way  without  stopping,  and  passed  sev¬ 
eral  successive  terraces  like  the  first,  with  the  same  cav¬ 
erns  on  the  upper  side  and  massive  edifices  on  the  lower, 
until  at  last  the  ascent  ended  at  the  fifth  terrace,  and 
here  we  turned  to  the  left.  Now  the  view  became  more 
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varied.  The  tree-ferns  arose  on  either  side,  arching 
overhead;  on  my  right  were  the  portals  that  opened 
into  caverns,  on  my  left  solid  and  massive  houses,  built 
of  great  blocks  of  stone,  with  pyramidal  roofs.  As  far 
as  I  could  judge,  I  was  in  a  city  built  on  the  slope  of  a 
mountain,  with  its  streets  formed  thus  of  successive  ter¬ 
races  and  their  connecting  cross-wTays,  one  half  its  hab¬ 
itations  consisting  of  caverns,  while  the  other  half  were 
pavilions  and  massive  stone  structures.  Few  people, 
however,  were  to  be  seen.  Occasionally  I  saw  one  or 
two  groping  along  with  their  eyes  half  shut,  seeking  the 
darkest  shadows;  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  this  extraor¬ 
dinary  race  of  men  had  some  natural  and  universal  pecu¬ 
liarity  of  eyesight  which  made  them  shun  the  sunlight, 
and  seek  the  darkness  of  caves  and  of  dense,  overshad¬ 
owing  foliage. 

At  length  we  came  to  a  place  where  the  terrace  ran 
back  till  it  formed  a  semicircle  against  the  mountain 
slope,  when  several  vast  portals  appeared.  Here  there 
was  a  large  space,  where  the  tree-ferns  grew  in  long 
lines  crossing  each  other,  and  making  a  denser  shade 
than  usual.  On  the  lower  side  were  several  stone  edi¬ 
fices  of  immense  size ;  and  in  the  middle  of  the  place 
there  arose  a  singular  structure,  shaped  like  a  half  pyra¬ 
mid,  with  three  sides  sloping,  and  the  fourth  perpendicu¬ 
lar,  flat  on  the  top,  which  was  approached  by  a  flight  of 
steps.  We  now  went  on  until  we  reached  the  central 
portal  of  the  range  of  caverns,  and  here  we  stopped. 
The  chief  got  out  and  beckoned  to  me.  I  followed. 
He  then  led  the  way  into  the  cavern,  while  I,  full  of 
wonder,  walked  behind  him. 
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CHAPTER  VII, 

SCIENTIFIC  THEORIES  AND  SCEPTICISM, 

Thus  far  Melick  had  been  reading  the  manuscript, 
but  at  this  point  he  was  interrupted  by  the  announce¬ 
ment  that  dinner  was  ready.  Upon  this  he  stopped 
abruptly;  for  on  board  the  Falcon  dinner  was  the  great 
event  of  the  day,  and  in  its  presence  even  the  manu¬ 
script  had  to  be  laid  aside.  Before  long  they  were  all 
seated  around  the  dining-table  in  the  sumptuous  cabin, 
prepared  to  discuss  the  repast  which  had  been  served 
up  by  the  genius  of  the  French  chef  whom  Lord  F eath- 
erstone  had  brought  with  him. 

Let  us  pause  here  for  a  moment  to  take  a  minuter 
survey  of  these  four  friends.  In  the  first  place,  there 
was  Lord  Featherstone  himself,  young,  handsome,  lan¬ 
guid,  good-natured  to  a  fault,  with  plenty  of  muscle  if 
he  chose  to  exert  it,  and  plenty  of  brain  if  he  chose 
to  make  use  of  it  —  a  man  who  had  become  weary 
of  the  monotony  of  high  life,  and,  like  many  of  his 
order,  was  fond  of  seeking  relief  from  the  ennui  of 
prosperity  amid  the  excitements  of  the  sea.  Next  to 
him  was  Dr.  Congreve,  a  middle-aged  man,  with  iron- 
gray’ hair,  short  beard  and  mustache,  short  nose,  gray 
eyes,  with  spectacles,  and  stoutish  body.  Next  came 
Noel  Oxen  den,  late  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  a 
college  friend  of  Featherstone’s — a  tall  man,  with  a  re¬ 
fined  and  intellectual  face  and  reserved  manner.  Fi¬ 
nally,  there  was  Otto  Melick,  a  litterateur  from  London, 
about  thirty  years  of  age,  with  a  wiry  and  muscular 
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frame,  and  the  restless  manner  of  one  who  lives  in  a 
perpetual  fidget. 

For  some  time  nothing  was  said ;  they  partook  of 
the  repast  in  silence  ;  but  at  length  it  became  evident 
that  they  were  thinking  of  the  mysterious  manuscript. 
Featherstone  was  the  first  to  speak. 

“A  deuced  queer  sort  of  thing  this,  too,”  said  he, 
“this  manuscript.  I  can’t  quite  make  it  out.  Who 
ever  dreamed  of  people  living  at  the  South  Pole — and 
in  a  warm  climate,  too?  Then  it  seems  deuced  odd, 
too,  that  we  should  pick  up  this  copper  cylinder  with 
the  manuscript.  I  hardly  know  what  to  think  about 
it.” 

Melick  smiled.  “  Why,  it  isn’t  much  to  see  through,” 
said  he. 

“  See  through  what  ?”  said  the  doctor,  hastily,  prick¬ 
ing  up  his  ears  at  this,  and  peering  keenly  at  Melick 
through  his  spectacles. 

“Why,  the  manuscript,  of  course.” 

“Well,”  said  the  doctor,  “what  is  it  that  you  see? 
What  do  you  make  out  of  it  ?” 

“Why,  any  one  can  see,”  said  Melick,  “that  it’s  a 
transparent  hoax,  that’s  all.  You  don’t  mean  to  say,  I 
hope,  that  you  really  regard  it  in  any  other  light  ?” 

“A  transparent  hoax !”  repeated  the  doctor.  “Will 
you  please  state  why  you  regard  it  in  that  light  ?” 

“  Certainly,”  said  Melick.  “  Some  fellow  wanted  to 
get  up  a  sensation  novel  and  introduce  it  to  the  world 
with  a  great  flourish  of  trumpets,  and  so  he  has  taken 
this  way  of  going  about  it.  You  see,  he  has  counted  on 
its  being  picked  up,  and  perhaps  published.  After  this 
he  would  come  forward  and  own  the  authorship.” 

“  And  what  good  would  that  do  ?”  asked  the  doctor, 
mildly.  “He  couldn’t  prove  the  authorship,  and  he 
couldn’t  get  the  copyright.” 
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“Oh,  of  course  not;  but  he  would  gain  notoriety,  and 
that  would  give  him  a  great  sale  for  his  next  effort.” 

The  doctor  smiled.  “See  here,  Melick,”  said  he, 
“you’ve  a  very  vivid  imagination,  my  dear  fellow;  but 
come,  let  us  discuss  this  for  a  little  while  in  a  common- 
sense  way.  Now,  how  long  should  you  suppose  that 
this  manuscript  has  been  afloat  ?” 

“  Oh,  a  few  months  or  so,”  said  Melick. 

“  A  few  months  !”  said  the  doctor.  “  A  few  years, 
you  mean.  Why,  man,  there  are  successive  layers  of 
barnacles  on  that  copper  cylinder  which  show  a  sub¬ 
mersion  of  at  least  three  years,  perhaps  more.” 

“By  Jove!  yes,”  remarked  Featherstone.  “Your 
sensation  novelist  must  have  been  a  lunatic  if  he  chose 
that  way  of  publishing  a  book.” 

“  Then,  again,”  continued  the  doctor,  “  how  did  it  get 
here  ?” 

“  Oh,  easily  enough,”  answered  Melick.  “  The  ocean 
currents  brought  it.” 

“  The  ocean  currents  !”  repeated  the  doctor.  “  That’s 
a  very  vague  expression.  What  do  you  mean  ?  Of 
course  it  has  been  brought  here  by  the  ocean  currents.” 

“  Why,  if  it  were  thrown  off  the  coast  of  England  it 
would  be  carried  away,  in  the  ordinary  course  of  things, 
and  might  make  the  tour  of  the  world.” 

“The  ocean  currents,”  said  the  doctor,  “have  un¬ 
doubtedly  brought  this  to  us.  Of  that  I  shall  have 
more  to  say  presently;  but  just  now,  in  reference  to  your 
notion  of  a  sensation  novelist,  and  an  English  origin, 
let  me  ask  your  opinion  of  the  material  on  which  it  is 
written.  Did  you  ever  see  anything  like  it  before  ?  Is 
it  paper  ?” 

“No,”  said  Melick;  “it  is  evidently  some  vegetable 
substance.  No  doubt  the  writer  has  had  it  prepared  for 
this  very  purpose,  so  as  to  make  it  look  natural.” 
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“  Do  you  know  what  it  is  ?”  asked  the  doctor. 

“No.” 

“Then  I’ll  tell  you;  it’s  papyrus.” 

“  Papyrus  ?” 

“  Yes,  actual  papyrus.  You  can  find  but  little  of  that 
in  existence  at  the  present  day.  It  is  only  to  be  found 
here  and  there  in  museums.  I  know  it  perfectly  well, 
however,  and  saw  what  it  was  at  the  first  glance.  Now, 
I  hold  that  a  sensation  novelist  would  never  have  thought 
of  papyrus.  If  he  didn’t  wish  to  use  paper,  he  could 
have  found  a.  dozen  other  things.  I  don’t  see  how  he 
could  have  found  any  one  able  to  prepare  such  a  sub¬ 
stance  as  this  for  writing.  It  must  have  come  from  a 
country  where  it  is  actually  in  use.  Now,  mark  you, 
the  papyrus-plant  may  still  be  found  growing  wild  on 
the  banks  of  the  upper  Nile,  and  also  in  Sicily,  and  it  is 
made  use  of  for  ropes  and  other  things  of  that  sort. 
But  as  to  making  writing  material  out  of  it,  that  is 
hardly  possible,  for  the  art  is  lost.  The  ancient  process 
was  very  elaborate,  and  this  manuscript  is  written  on 
leaves  which  resemble  in  a  marvellous  manner  those  of 
the  Egyptian  papyrus  books.  There  are  two  rolls  at 
Marseilles  which  I  have  seen  and  examined,  and  they 
are  identical  with  this.  Now  these  papyrus  leaves  in¬ 
dicate  much  mechanical  skill,  and  have  a  professional 
look.  They  seem  like  the  work  of  an  experienced 
manufacturer.” 

“I  don’t  see,”  said  Melick,  obstinately,  “why  one 
shouldn’t  get  papyrus  now  and  have  it  made  up  into 
writing  material.” 

“  Oh,  that’s  out  of  the  question,”  said  the  doctor. 
“  How  could  it  ever  enter  into  any  one’s  head  ?  How 
could  your  mere  sensation-monger  procure  the  raw 
material  ?  That  of  itself  would  be  a  work  of  immense 
difficulty.  How  could  he  get  it  made  up  ?  That  would 
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be  impossible.  But,  apart  from  this,  just  consider  the 
strong  internal  evidence  that  there  is  as  to  the  authen¬ 
ticity  of  the  manuscript.  Now,  in  the  first  place,  there 
is  the  description  of  Desolation  Island,  which  is  per¬ 
fectly  accurate.  But  it  is  on  his  narrative  beyond  this 
that  I  lay  chief  stress.  I  can  prove  that  the  statements 
here  are  corroborated  by  those  of  Captain  Ross  in  his 
account  of  that  great  voyage  from  which  he  returned 
not  very  long  ago.” 

The  doctor,  who  had  been  talking  with  much  enthu¬ 
siasm,  paused  here  to  take  breath,  and  then  went  on : 

“  I  happen  to  know  all  about  that  voyage,  for  I  read  a 
full  report  of  it  just  before  we  started,  and  you  can  see 
for  yourselves  whether  this  manuscript  is  credible  or  not. 

“Captain  James  Clarke  Ross  was  sent  forth  on  his 
expedition  in  1839.  On  January  1,  1841,  he  passed  the 
antarctic  circle  in  178°  east  longitude.  On  the  11th  he 
discovered  land  in  70°  41'  south  latitude,  172°  36'  east 
longitude.  He  found  that  the  land  was  a  continuous 
coast,  trending  southward,  and  rising  to  peaks  of  ten 
thousand  feet  in  height,  all  covered  with  ice  and  snow. 
On  the  12th  he  landed  and  took  possession  in  the  name 
of  the  queen.  After  this  he  continued  his  course  as  far  as 
78°  4'  south  latitude,  tracing  a  coast-line  of  six  hundred 
miles.  Observe,  now,  how  all  this  coincides  with  More’s 
narrative.  Well,  I  now  come  to  the  crowning  state¬ 
ment.  In  77°  32'  south  latitude,  167°  east  longitude,  he 
came  in  sight  of  two  enormous  volcanoes  over  twelve 
thousand  feet  in  height.  One  of  these  was  in  an  active 
state  of  eruption.  To  this  he  gave  the  name  of  Mount 
Erebus.  The  other  was  quiet ;  it  was  of  somewhat 
less  height,  and  he  gave  it  the  name  of  Mount  Terror. 
Mark,  now,  how  wonderfully  this  resembles  More’s  ac¬ 
count.  Well,  just  here  his  progress  was  arrested  by  a 
barrier  which  presented  a  perpendicular  wall  of  over  a 
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hundred  and  fifty  feet  in  height,  along  which  he  coast¬ 
ed  for  some  distance.  On  the  following  year  he  pene¬ 
trated  six  miles  farther  south,  namely,  78°  11'  south 
latitude,  161°  27'  west  longitude.  At  this  point  he  was 
again  stopped  by  the  impassable  cliffs,  which  arose  here 
like  an  eternal  barrier,  while  beyond  them  he  saw  a  long 
line  of  lofty  mountains  covered  with  ice  and  snow.” 

“Did  you  hear  the  result  of  the  American  expedi¬ 
tion  ?”  asked  Melick. 

“Yes,”  replied  the  doctor.  “Wilkes  pretends  to 
have  found  a  continent,  but  his  account  of  it  makes  it 
quite  evident  to  my  mind  that  he  saw  nothing  but  ice. 
I  believe  that  Wilkes’s  antarctic  continent  will  some  day 
be  penetrated  by  ships,  which  will  sail  for  hundreds  of 
miles  farther  south.  All  that  is  wanted  is  a  favorable 
season.  But  mark  the  coincidence  between  Ross’s  re¬ 
port  and  More’s  manuscript.  This  must  have  been 
written  at  least  three  years  ago,  and  the  writer  could 
not  have  known  anything  about  Ross’s  discoveries. 
Above  all,  he  could  not  have  thought  of  those  two  vol¬ 
canoes  unless  he  had  seen  them.” 

“  But  these  volcanoes  mentioned  by  More  are  not  the 
Erebus  and  Terror,  are  they  ?”  said  Lord  Featherstone. 

“  Of  course  not  ;  they  are  on  the  other  side  of  the 
world.” 

“  The  whole  story,”  said  Melick,  “  may  have  been 
written  by  one  of  Ross’s  men  and  thrown  overboard. 
If  I’d  been  on  that  expedition  I  should  probably  have 
written  it  to  beguile  the  time.” 

“Oh,  yes,”  said  the  doctor;  “and  you  would  also 
have  manufactured  the  papyrus  and  the  copper  cylinder 
on  board  to  beguile  the  time.” 

“I  dare  say  the  writer  picked  up  that  papyrus  and 
the  copper  cylinder  in  China  or  Japan,  and  made  use  of 
it  in  this  way.” 
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“  Where  clo  you  make  out  the  position  of  More’s  vol¬ 
canoes  ?”  asked  Featherstone. 

“  It  is  difficult  to  make  it  out  accurately,”  said  the 
doctor.  “  More  gives  no  data.  In  fact  he  had  none  to 
give.  He  couldn’t  take  any  observations.” 

“The  fact  is,”  said  Melick,  “it’s  not  a  sailor’s  yarn  at 
all.  dSTo  sailor  would  ever  express  himself  in  that  way. 
That’s  what  struck  me  from  the  first.  It  has  the  ring 
of  a  confounded  sensation-monger  all  through.” 

The  doctor  elevated  his  eyebrows,  but  took  no  notice 
of  this. 

“You  see,”  he  continued,  addressing  himself  to  the 
others,  “Desolation  Island  is  in  50°  south  latitude  and 
70°  east  longitude.  As  I  make  it  out,  More’s  course  led 
him  over  about  ten  degrees  of  longitude  in  a  southwest 
course.  That  course  depended  altogether  upon  the 
ocean  currents.  Now  there  is  a  great  antarctic  drift- 
current,  which  flows  round  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  and 
divides  there,  one  half  flowing  past  the  east  coast  of 
Africa  and  the  other  setting  across  the  Indian  Ocean. 
Then  it  unites  with  a  current  which  flows  round  the 
south  of  Van  Dieman’s  Land,  which  also  divides,  and 
the  southernmost  current  is  supposed  to  cross  the  Pa¬ 
cific  until  it  strikes  Cape  Horn,  around  which  it  flows, 
dividing  as  before.  Now  my  theory  is,  that  south  of 
Desolation  Island  —  I  don’t  know  how  far  —  there  is  a 
great  current  setting  towards  the  South  Pole,  and  run¬ 
ning  southwest  through  degrees  of  longitude  G0°,  50°, 
40°,  30°,  20°,  10°,  east  of  Greenwich  ;  and  finally  sweep¬ 
ing  on,  it  would  reach  More’s  volcanoes  at  a  point  which 
I  should  judge  to  be  about  80°  south  latitude  and  10° 
west  longitude.  There  it  passes  between  the  volcanoes 
and  bursts  through  the  vast  mountain  barrier  by  a  sub¬ 
terranean  way,  which  has  been  formed  for  it  in  past 
ages  by  some  primeval  convulsion  of  nature.  After 
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this  it  probably  sweeps  around  the  great  South  Polar 
ocean,  and  emerges  at  the  opposite  side,  not  far  from 
the  volcanoes  Erebus  and  Terror.” 

Here  the  doctor  paused,  and  looked  around  with 
some  self-complacency. 

“Oh,”  said  Melick,  “if  you  take  that  tone,  you  have 
us  all  at  your  mercy.  I  know  no  more  about  the  geog¬ 
raphy  of  the  antarctic  circle  than  I  do  of  the  moon.  I 
simply  criticise  from  a  literary  point  of  view,  and  I 
don’t  like  his  underground  cavern  with  the  stream  run¬ 
ning  through  it.  It  sounds  like  one  of  the  voyages  of 
Sindbad  the  Sailor.  Nor  do  I  like  his  description  ;  he 
•evidently  is  writing  for  effect.  Besides,  his  style  is 
vicious  ;  it  is  too  stilted.  Finally,  he  has  recourse  to 
the  stale  device  of  a  sea-serpent.” 

“A  sea-serpent!”  repeated  the  doctor.  “Well,  for 
my  part,  I  feel  by  no  means  inclined  to  sneer  at  a  sea- 
serpent.  Its  existence  cannot  be  proved,  yet  it  cannot 
be  pooh-poohed.  Every  schoolboy  knows  that  the  wa¬ 
ters  of  the  sea  were  once  filled  with  monsters  more  tre¬ 
mendous  than  the  greatest  sea-serpent  that  has  ever  been 
imagined.  The  plesiosaurus,  with  its  snakelike  head, 
if  it  existed  now,  would  be  called  a  sea-serpent.  Some 
of  these  so-called  fossil  animals  may  have  their  repre¬ 
sentatives  still  living  in  the  remoter  parts  of  the  world. 
Think  of  the  recently  discovered  ornithorhynchus  of 
Australia  !” 

“If  you  please,  I’d  really  much  rather  not,”  said  Mel¬ 
ick,  with  a  gesture  of  despair.  “  I  haven’t  the  honor  of 
the  gentleman’s  acquaintance.” 

“Well,  what  do  you  think  of  his  notice  of  the  sun, 
and  the  long  light,  and  his  low  position  on  the  horizon  ?” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right,”  said  Melick.  “Any  one  who 
chose  to  get  up  this  thing  would  of  course  read  up  about 
the  polar  day,  and  all  that.  Every  one  knows  that  at 
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the  poles  there  is  a  six-months  day,  followed  by  a  six- 
months  night.” 

“You  are  a  determined  sceptic,”  said  the  doctor. 

“  How  is  it  about  the  polar  day  ?”  asked  Feather- 
stone. 

“  Well,”  said  the  doctor,  “  at  the  poles  themselves  there 
is  one  day  of  six  months,  during  which  the  sun  never  sets, 
and  one  night  of  six  months,  during  which  he  never 
rises.  In  the  spaces  between  the  polar  circles  the  quan¬ 
tities  of  the  continuous  day  and  continuous  night  vary 
in  accordance  with  the  distance  from  the  pole.  At  the 
north  point  of  Nova  Zembla,  75°  north  latitude,  there 
is  uninterrupted  light  from  May  1  to  August  12,  and 
uninterrupted  darkness  from  November  8  to  February 
9.  At  the  arctic  circle  at  the  summer  solstice  the  day 
is  twenty-four  hours  long.  At  the  antarctic  circle  at 
the  same  time  the  night  is  twenty-four  hours  long.” 

Upon  this  Melick  filled  the  doctor’s  wine-glass,  with  a 
great  deal  of  ceremony. 

“After  all  those  statistics,”  he  said,  “you  must  feel 
rather  dry.  You  should  take  a  drink  before  venturing 
any  further.” 

The  doctor  made  no  reply,  but  raised  the  glass  to  his 
lips  and  swallowed  the  wine  in  an  abstracted  way. 

“  The  thing  that  struck  me  most,”  said  Oxenden,  “  in 
all  that  has  been  read  thus  far,  is  the  flatness  of  the 
South  Pole,  and  the  peculiar  effect  which  this  produces 
on  the  landscape.” 

“  I  must  say,”  added  Melick,  “  that  the  writer  has  got 
hold  of  a  very  good  idea  there,  and  has  taken  care  to  put 
it  forward  in  a  very  prominent  fashion.” 

“What  is  the  difference,”  asked  Oxenden,  “between 
the  two  diameters  of  the  earth,  the  polar  and  the  equa¬ 
torial  ?  Is  it  known  ?” 

“By  Jove  !”  said  Featherstone,  “  that’s  the  very  ques- 
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tion  I  was  going  to  ask.  I’ve  always  heard  that  the 
earth  is  flattened  at  the  poles,  but  never  knew  how  much. 
Is  there  any  way  by  which  people  can  find  out?” 

The  doctor  drew  a  long  breath,  and  beamed  upon  the 
company  with  a  benevolent  smile. 

“  Oh,  yes,”  said  he  ;  “  I  can  answer  that  question,  if 
you  care  to  know,  and  won’t  feel  bored.” 

“  Answer  it,  then,  my  dear  fellow,  by  all  means,”  said 
Featlierstone,  in  his  most  languid  tone. 

“There  are  two  ways,”  said  the  doctor,  “by  which 
the  polar  compression  of  the  earth  has  been  found  out. 
One  is  by  the  measurement  of  arcs  on  the  earth’s  sur¬ 
face  ;  the  other  is  by  experiments  with  pendulums  or 
weights  with  regard  to  the  earth’s  gravity  at  different 
places.  The  former  of  these  methods  is,  perhaps,  the 
more  satisfactory.  Measurements  of  arcs  have  been 
made  on  a  very  extensive  scale  in  different  parts  of  the 
world — in  England,  France,  Lapland,  Peru,  and  India. 
Mr.  Ivory,  who  devoted  himself  for  years  to  an  exhaust¬ 
ive  examination  of  the  subject,  has  deduced  that  the 
equatorial  radius  of  the  earth  is  over  3962  miles,  and  the 
polar  radius  over  3949  miles.  This  makes  the  depres¬ 
sion  at  either  pole  upward  of  thirteen  miles.  A  depres¬ 
sion  of  over  thirteen  miles,  as  you  must  plainly  see, 
should  produce  strange  results  in  the  scenery  at  the 
poles.  Of  course,  if  there  are  mountains,  no  difference 
would  be  noticed  between  this  and  any  other  part  of  the 
earth’s  surface  ;  but  if  there  is  water,  why,  we  ought  to 
expect  some  such  state  of  things  as  More  describes. 
The  gravitation  test  has  also  been  tried,  with  very 
nearly  the  same  result.  The  surface  of  the  earth  at 
the  equator  being  farthest  from  the  centre  of  gravity, 
indicates  the  least  weight  in  bodies  ;  but  at  the  poles, 
where  the  surface  is  nearest  the  centre  of  gravity,  there 
must  be  the  greatest  weight.  It  is  found,  in  fact,  that 
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the  weight  of  bodies  increases  in  passing  from  the  equa¬ 
tor  to  the  poles.  By  experiments  made  in  this  way  the 
polar  compression  is  ascertained  to  be  the  same  as  I 
have  mentioned.” 

“What  effect  would  this  have  on  the  climate  at  the 
poles  ?”  asked  Oxenden. 

“  That’s  a  complicated  question,”  said  the  doctor. 
“  In  answer  to  that  we  must  leave  ascertained  facts  and 
trust  to  theories,  unless,  indeed,  we  accept  as  valid  the 
statements  of  this  remarkable  manuscript.  For  my  own 
part,  I  see  no  reason  why  it  should  not  be  as  More  says. 
Remember,  this  polar  world  is  thirteen  miles  nearer  to 
the  centre  of  the  earth.  Whether  this  should  affect  the 
climate  or  not,  depends  upon  the  nature  of  the  earth’s 
interior.  That  interior,  according  to  the  popular  theory 
of  the  present  day,  is  a  mass  of  fire.  This  theory  affirms 
that  the  earth  was  once  a  red-hot  mass,  which  has  cooled 
down;  but  the  cooling  process  has  only  taken  place  on 
the  surface,  leaving  the  interior  still  a  molten  mass  of 
matter  in  a  state  of  intense  heat  and  combustion.  At 
the  poles  the  surface  is  thus  thirteen  miles  nearer  to 
these  tremendous  fires.  Of  course  it  may  be  supposed 
that  the  earth’s  crust  is  of  about  equal  thickness  on  all 
parts;  yet  still,  even  if  this  be  so,  thirteen  miles  ought 
to  make  some  difference.  Now  at  the  North  Pole  there 
seem  to  be  causes  at  work  to  counterbalance  the  effect 
of  the  internal  heat,  chiefly  in  the  enormous  accumula¬ 
tion  of  polar  ice  which  probably  hems  it  in  on  every 
side;  and  though  many  believe  in  an  open  polar  sea  of 
warm  water  at  the  North  Pole,  yet  still  the  effect  of 
vast  ice-masses  and  of  cold  submarine  currents  must  be 
to  render  the  climate  severe.  But  at  the  South  Pole  it 
is  different.  The  observations  of  Ross  and  of  More 
show  us  that  there  is  a  chain  of  mountains  of  immense 
height,  which  seem  to  encircle  the  pole.  If  this  be  so, 
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and  I  see  no  reason  to  disbelieve  it,  then  the  ice  of  the 
outer  seas  must  be  kept  away  altogether  from  that 
strange  inner  sea  of  which  More  speaks.  Ross  saw  the 
volcanoes  Erebus  and  Terror;  More  saw  two  others. 
How  many  more  there  may  be  it  is  impossible  to  say; 
but  all  this  shows  that  the  effect  of  the  earth’s  internal 
fires  is  very  manifest  in  that  region,  and  More  has  pene¬ 
trated  to  a  secluded  world,  which  lies  apart  by  itself, 
free  from  the  influence  of  ice-masses,  left  to  feel  the  ef¬ 
fect  of  the  internal  fires,  and  possessing  what  is  virtually 
a  tropical  climate.” 

“Well,”  said  Melick,  “there  is  no  theory,  however 
wild  and  fantastic,  which  some  man  of  science  will  not 
be  ready  to  support  and  to  fortify  by  endless  arguments, 
all  of  the  most  plausible  kind.  For  my  own  part,  I  still 
believe  More  and  his  south  polar  world  to  be  no  more 
authentic  than  Sindbad  the  Sailor.” 

But  the  others  evidently  sympathized  with  the  doc¬ 
tor’s  view,  and  regarded  Melick  as  carrying  his  scepti¬ 
cism  to  an  absurd  excess. 

“  How  large  do  you  suppose  this  south  polar  ocean  to 
be  ?”  asked  Featherstone. 

“It  is  impossible  to  answer  that  question  exactly,” 
said  the  doctor.  “It  may  be,  as  More  hints,  a  thousand 
miles  in  extent,  or  only  five  hundred,  or  two  hundred. 
For  my  own  part,  however,  I  feel  like  taking  More’s 
statements  at  their  utmost  value;  and  the  idea  that  I 
have  gathered  from  his  narrative  is  that  of  a  vast  sea 
like  the  Mediterranean,  surrounded  by  impassable  moun¬ 
tains;  by  great  and  fertile  countries,  peopled  with  an 
immense  variety  of  animals,  with  a  fauna  and  flora  quite 
unlike  those  of  the  rest  of  the  world;  and,  above  all, 
with  great  nations  possessing  a  rare  and  unique  civiliza¬ 
tion,  and  belonging  to  a  race  altogether  different  from 
any  of  the  known  races  of  men.” 
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“  Well,”  said  Melick,  “  that  at  least  is  the  idea  which 
the  writer  of  the  manuscript  tries  to  convey.” 

By  this  time  they  had  finished  dinner. 

“  And  now,”  said  Featherstone,  “  let’s  have  some  more 
of  the  manuscript.  Melick  is  tired  of  it,  I  dare  say.  I 
would  relieve  him,  but  I’m  an  infernally  bad  reader. 
Doctor,  what  do  you  say?  Will  you  read  the  next  in¬ 
stalment  !” 

“  With  all  my  heart,”  said  the  doctor,  briskly. 

“Very  well,  then,”  said  Featherstone  ;  “we  will  all 
be  your  attentive  hearers.” 

And  now  the  doctor  took  up  the  manuscript  and  be¬ 
gan  to  read. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  CAVE-DWELLERS. 

The  cavern  into  which  the  chief  led  me  was  very 
spacious,  but  had  no  light  except  that  which  entered 
through  the  portal.  It  was  with  difficulty  that  I  could 
see  anything,  but  I  found  that  there  were  many  people 
here  moving  about,  all  as  intent  upon  their  own  pursuits 
as  those  which  one  encounters  in  the  streets  of  our  cit¬ 
ies.  As  we  went  on  farther  the  darkness  increased,  un¬ 
til  at  last  I  lost  sight  of  the  chief  altogether,  and  he  had 
to  come  back  and  lead  me.  After  going  a  little  farther 
we  came  to  a  long,  broad  passage-way  like  a  subterra¬ 
nean  street,  about  twenty  feet  in  width,  and  as  many 
in  height.  Here  there  were  discernible  a  few  twinkling 
lamps,  which  served  to  make  the  darkness  less  intense 
and  enabled  me  to  see  the  shadowy  figures  around. 
These  were  numerous,  and  all  seemed  busy,  though 
what  their  occupation  might  be  I  could  not  guess.  I 
was  amazed  at  the  extent  of  these  caverns,  and  at  the 
multitude  of  the  people.  I  saw  also  that  from  the  nat¬ 
ure  of  their  eyes  the  sunlight  distressed  them,  and  in 
this  cavern  gloom  they  found  their  most  congenial 
dwelling-place.  From  what  I  had  thus  far  seen,  this 
extraordinary  people  shrank  from  the  sunlight ;  and 
when  they  had  to  move  abroad  they  passed  over  roads 
which  were  darkened  as  much  as  possible  by  the  deep 
shadows  of  mighty  ferns,  while  for  the  most  part  they 
remained  in  dark  caverns,  in  which  they  lived  and 
moved  and  had  their  being.  It  was  a  puzzle  to  me 
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whether  the  weakness  of  their  eyes  had  caused  this  dis¬ 
like  of  light,  or  the  habit  of  cave-dwelling  had  caused 
this  weakness  of  eyes.  Here,  in  this  darkness,  where 
there  was  but  a  faint  twinkle  from  the  feeble  lamps, 
their  eyes  seemed  to  serve  them  as  well  as  mine  did  in 
the  outer  light  of  day;  and  the  chief,  who  outside  had 
moved  with  an  uncertain  step,  and  had  blinked  painful¬ 
ly  at  objects  with  his  eyes  almost  closed,  now  appeared 
to  be  in  his  proper  element;  and  while  I  hesitated  like 
a  blind  man  and  groped  along  with  a  faltering  step,  he 
guided  me,  and  seemed  to  see  everything  with  perfect 
vision. 

At  length  we  stopped,  and  the  chief  raised  up  a  thick, 
heavy  mat  which  hung  like  an  unwieldy  curtain  in  front 
of  a  doorway.  This  the  chief  lifted.  At  once  a  blaze 
of  light  burst  forth,  gleaming  into  the  dark,  and  appear¬ 
ing  to  blind  him.  His  eyes  closed.  He  held  up  the  veil 
for  me  to  pass  through.  I  did  so.  He  followed,  and 
then  groped  his  way  slowly  along,  while  I  accompanied 
and  assisted  him. 

I  now  found  myself  in  a  large  grotto  with  an  arched 
roof,  from  which  was  suspended  an  enormous  lamp, 
either  golden  or  gilded.  All  around  were  numerous 
lamps.  The  walls  were  adorned  with  rich  hangings ; 
couches  were  here,  with  soft  cushions,  and  divans  and 
ottomans  ;  soft  mats  were  on  the  floor,  and  everything 
gave  indications  of  luxury  and  wealth.  Other  doors, 
covered  with  overhanging  mats,  seemed  to  lead  out  of 
this  grotto.  To  one  of  these  the  chief  walked,  and 
raising  the  mat  he  led  the  way  into  another  grotto  like 
the  last,  with  the  same  bright  lights  and  the  same  adorn¬ 
ments,  but  of  smaller  size.  Here  I  saw  some  one  who 
at  once  took  up  all  my  attention. 

It  was  a  young  maiden.  Her  face  and  form,  but  es¬ 
pecially  her  eyes,  showed  her  to  be  of  quite  a  different 
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race  from  these  others.  To  me  she  was  of  medium 
height,  yet  she  was  taller  than  any  of  the  people  here 
that  I  had  hitherto  seen.  Her  complexion  was  much 
lighter;  her  hair  was  dark,  luxuriant,  and  wavy,  and  ar¬ 
ranged  in  a  coiffure  secured  with  a  golden  band.  Her 
features  were  of  a  different  cast  from  those  of  the  peo¬ 
ple  here,  for  they  were  regular  in  outline  and  of  exqui¬ 
site  beauty;  her  nose  was  straight;  she  had  a  short  upper 
lip,  arched  eyebrows  finely  pencilled,  thin  lips,  and  well- 
rounded  chin.  But  the  chief  contrast  was  in  her  eyes. 
These  were  large,  dark,  liquid,  with  long  lashes,  and 
with  a  splendid  glow  in  their  lustrous  depths.  She 
stood  looking  at  me  with  her  face  full  of  amazement; 
and  as  I  caught  the  gaze  of  her  glorious  eyes  I  rejoiced 
that  I  had  at  last  found  one  who  lived  in  the  light  and 
loved  it — one  who  did  not  blink  like  a  bat,  but  looked 
me  full  in  the  face,  and  allowed  me  to  see  all  her  soul 
revealed.  The  chief,  who  still  was  pained  by  the  glare 
of  light,  kept  his  eyes  covered,  and  said  a  few  hasty 
words  to  the  maiden.  After  this  he  hurried  away,  leav¬ 
ing  me  there. 

The  maiden  stood  for  a  moment  looking  at  me.  As 
the  chief  spoke  to  her  a  change  came  over  her  face. 
She  looked  at  me  in  silence,  with  an  expression  of  sad 
and  mournful  interest,  which  seemed  to  increase  every 
moment.  At  length  she  approached  and  said  some¬ 
thing  in  the  same  strange  language  which  the  chief  had 
used.  I  shook  my  head  and  replied  in  English,  wher- 
upon  she  shook  her  head  with  a  look  of  perplexity. 
Then,  anxious  to  conciliate  her,  I  held  out  my  hand. 
She  looked  at  it  in  some  surprise.  Upon  this  I  took  her 
hand,  and  pressed  it  to  my  lips,  feeling,  however,  some¬ 
what  doubtful  as  to  the  way  in  which  she  might  receive 
such  an  advance.  To  my  great  delight  she  accepted  it 
in  a  friendly  spirit,  and  seemed  to  consider  it  my  for- 
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eign  fashion  of  showing  friendship  and  respect.  She 
smiled  and  nodded,  and  pointed  to  my  gun,  which  thus 
far  I  had  carried  in  my  hand.  I  smiled  and  laid  it 
down.  Then  she  pointed  to  a  seat.  I  sat  down,  and 
then  she  seated  herself  close  by  me,  and  we  looked  at 
each  other  in  mutual  wonder  and  mutual  inquiry. 

I  was  full  of  amazement  at  thus  meeting  wTith  so 
exquisite  a  being,  and  lost  myself  in  conjectures  as  to 
her  race,  her  office,  and  her  position  here.  Who  was 
she,  or  what  ?  She  was  unlike  the  others,  and  reminded 
me  of  those  Oriental  beauties  whose  portraits  I  had  seen 
in  annuals  and  illustrated  books.  Her  costume  was  in 
keeping  with  such  a  character.  She  wore  a  long  tunic 
that  reached  from  the  neck  to  the  ground,  secured  at 
the  waist  with  a  golden  girdle  ;  the  sleeves  were  long 
and  loose ;  over  this  she  had  a  long  mantle ;  on  her  feet 
were  light  slippers,  white  and  glistening.  All  about 
her,  in  her  room  and  in  her  costume,  spoke  of  light  and 
splendor  and  luxury.  To  these  others  who  shrank  so 
from  the  light  she  could  not  be  related  in  any  way. 
The  respect  with  which  she  was  treated  by  the  chief, 
the  peculiar  splendor  of  her  apartments,  seemed  to  in¬ 
dicate  some  high  rank.  Was  she,  then,  the  queen  of 
the  land?  Was  she  a  princess?  I  could  not  tell.  At 
any  rate,  whatever  she  was,  she  seemed  anxious  to  show 
me  the  utmost  attention.  Her  manner  was  full  of  dig¬ 
nity  and  sweet  graciousness,  and  she  appeared  particu¬ 
larly  anxious  to  make  herself  understood.  At  first  she 
spoke  in  a  language  that  sounded  like  that  of  the  chief, 
and  was  full  of  gutturals  and  broad  vowels;  afterwards 
she  spoke  in  another  that  was  far  more  euphonious.  I, 
on  the  other  hand,  spoke  in  English  and  in  French; 
but  of  course  I  was  as  unintelligible  to  her  as  she  was 
to  me. 

Language  was,  therefore,  of  no  use.  It  was  necessary 
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to  go  back  to  first  principles  and  make  use  of  signs,  or 
try  to  gain  the  most  elementary  words  of  her  language; 
so  first  of  all  I  pointed  to  her,  and  tried  to  indicate  that 
I  wanted  to  know  her  name.  She  caught  my  meaning 
at  once,  and,  pointing  to  herself,  she  looked  fixedly  at 
me  and  said, 

“Almah,  Aimak  !” 

I  repeated  these  words  after  her,  saying,  “  Almah, 
Almah  !”  She  smiled  and  nodded,  and  then  pointed  to 
me  with  a  look  of  inquiry  that  plainly  asked  for  my 
name.  I  said  “Adam  More.”  She  repeated  this,  and 
it  sounded  like  “A-tam-or.”  But  as  she  spoke  this 
slowly  her  smile  died  away.  She  looked  anxious  and 
troubled,  and  once  more  that  expression  of  wondering 
sadness  came  over  her  face.  She  repeated  my  name 
over  and  over  in  this  way  with  a  mournful  intonation 
that  thrilled  through  me,  and  excited  forebodings  of 
evil.  “  Atamor,  Atamor !”  And  always  after  that  she 
called  me  “  Atamor.” 

But  now  she  sat  for  some  time,  looking  at  me  with  a 
face  full  of  pity  and  distress.  At  this  I  was  greatly  as¬ 
tonished;  for  but  a  moment  before  she  had  been  full  of 
smiles,  and  it  was  as  though  something  in  my  name  had 
excited  sorrowful  thoughts.  Yet  how  could  that  be, 
since  she  could  never  by  any  possibility  have  heard  my 
name  before  ?  The  beautiful  Almah  seemed  to  be  not 
altogether  happy,  or  why  should  she  be  so  quick  to  sad¬ 
ness?  There  was  a  mystery  about  all  this  which  was 
quite  unaccountable. 

It  was  a  singular  situation,  and  one  which  excited 
within  me  feelings  of  unutterable  delight.  This  light 
and  splendor,  this  warmth  and  peace — what  a  contrast 
it  offered  to  the  scenes  through  which  I  had  but  lately 
passed  !  Those  scenes  of  horror,  of  ice  and  snow,  of 
storm  and  tempest,  of  cold  and  hunger,  of  riven  cliff 
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and  furious  ocean  stream,  and,  above  all,  that  crowning 
agony  in  the  bleak  iron-land  of  the  cannibals — from  all 
these  I  had  escaped.  I  had  been  drawn  down  under 
the  earth  to  experience  the  terrors  of  that  unspeakable 
passage,  and  had  at  last  emerged  to  light  and  life,  to 
joy  and  hope.  In  this  grotto  I  had  found  the  culmina¬ 
tion  of  all  happiness.  It  was  like  a  fairy  realm;  and 
here  was  one  whose  very  look  was  enough  to  inspire 
the  most  despairing  soul  with  hope  and  peace  and  hap¬ 
piness.  The  only  thing  that  was  now  left  to  trouble 
me  was  this  mournful  face  of  Almah.  Why  did  she 
look  at  me  with  such  sad  interest  and  such  melancholy 
meaning  ?  Did  she  know  of  any  evil  fate  in  store  for 
me  ?  Yet  how  could  there  be  any  evil  fate  to  be  feared 
from  people  who  had  received  me  with  such  unparal¬ 
leled  generosity?  No,  it  could  not  be;  so  I  resolved  to 
try  to  bring  back  again  the  smile  that  had  faded  out  of 
her  face. 

I  pointed  to  her,  and  said  “  Almah.” 

She  said  “  Atam-or.” 

And  the  smile  did  not  come  back,  but  the  sadness  re¬ 
mained  in  her  face. 

My  eager  desire  now  was  to  learn  her  language,  and 
I  resolved  at  once  to  acquire  as  many  words  and  phrases 
as  possible.  I  began  by  asking  the  names  of  things, 
such  as  “  seat,”  “table,”  “mat,”  “ coat,”  “hat,”  “shoe,” 
“lamp,”  “floor,”  “wall,”  and  all  the  common  objects 
around.  She  gave  all  the  names,  and  soon  became  so 
deeply  interested  that  her  sadness  departed,  and  the 
smile  came  back  once  more.  For  my  own  part,  I  was 
always  rather  quick  at  learning  languages.  I  had  a  cor¬ 
rect  ear  and  a  retentive  memory;  in  my  wanderings 
round  the  world  I  had  picked  up  a  smattering  of  many 
languages,  such  as  French,  Italian,  Spanish,  Arabic,  Ger¬ 
man,  Ilindostanee,  and  a  few  others.  The  words  which 
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I  learned  from  Aimak  had  a  remote  resemblance  to  Ara¬ 
bic;  and,  in  fact,  my  knowledge  of  Arabic  was  actually 
of  some  assistance,  though  how  it  was  that  these  peo¬ 
ple  should  have  a  language  with  that  resemblance  was 
certainly  a  mystery,  and  I  did  not  try  to  solve  it.  The 
beautiful  Almali  soon  grew  immensely  interested  in  my 
efforts  to  learn,  and  also  in  the  English  words  which  I 
gave  when  I  pointed  to  any  object. 

Thus  I  pointed  to  myself,  and  said  “Man,”  then  point¬ 
ing  to  her,  I  said,  “Woman.”  She  laughed,  and  point¬ 
ing  to  me  said  “Iz,”  and  pointing  to  herself  said  “Izza.” 
Then  I  pointed  to  the  row  of  lights,  and  said  “  Light;” 
she  did  the  same,  and  said  “  Or.”  Then  her  face  grew 
mournful,  and  she  pointed  to  me,  saying  “  Atam-or.”  It 
struck  me  then  that  there  was  some  chance  resemblance 
between  “or,”  the  word  meaning  “light,”  and  one  of  the 
syllables  of  my  name  as  she  pronounced  it,  and  that 
this  might  cause  her  sadness;  but  as  I  could  make  out 
nothing  of  this,  I  dismissed  the  thought,  and  went  on 
with  my  questions.  This  took  up  the  time,  until  at 
length  some  one  appeared  who  looked  like  a  servant. 
He  said  something,  wdiereupon  Almah  arose  and  beck¬ 
oned  to  me  to  follow.  I  did  so,  and  we  went  to  a  neigh¬ 
boring  apartment,  where  there  was  Spread  a  bounteous 
repast.  Here  we  sat  and  ate,  and  Almah  told  me  the 
names  of  all  the  dishes.  After  dinner  wre  returned  to 
the  room. 

It  was  a  singular  and  a  delightful  position.  I  was 
left  alone  with  the  beautiful  Almah,  who  herself  showed 
the  utmost  graciousness  and  the  kindest  interest  in  me. 
I  could  not  understand  it,  nor  did  I  try  to  ;  it  was 
enough  that  I  had  such  a  happy  lot.  For  hours  we  thus 
were  together,  and  I  learned  many  words.  To  insure 
remembrance,  I  wrote  them  down  in  my  memorandum- 
book  with  a  pencil,  and  both  of  these  were  regarded  by 
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Aimak  with  the  greatest  curiosity.  She  felt  the  paper, 
inspected  it,  touched  it  with  her  tongue,  and  seemed  to 
admire  it  greatly;  but  the  pencil  excited  still  greater 
admiration.  I  signed  to  her  to  write  in  the  book.  She 
did  so,  but  the  characters  were  quite  unlike  anything 
that  I  had  ever  seen.  They  were  not  joined  like  our 
writing  and  like  Arabic  letters,  but  were  separate  like 
our  printed  type,  and  were  formed  in  an  irregular  man¬ 
ner.  She  then  showed  me  a  book  made  of  a  strange 
substance.  It  was  filled  with  characters  like  those  which 
she  had  just  written.  The  leaves  were  not  at  all  like 
paper,  but  seemed  like  some  vegetable  product,  such  as 
the  leaves  of  a  plant  or  the  bark  of  a  tree.  They  were 
very  thin,  very  smooth,  all  cut  into  regular  size,  and 
fastened  together  by  means  of  rings.  This  manuscript 
is  written  upon  the  same  material.  I  afterwards  found 
that  it  was  universally  used  here,  and  was  made  of  a 
reed  that  grows  in  marshes. 

Here  in  these  vast  caverns  there  was  no  way  by  which 
I  could  tell  the  progress  of  time,  but  Aimak  had  her 
own  way  of  finding  out  when  the  hours  of  wakeful  life 
were  over.  She  arose  and  said  “  Salonla.”  This  I  after¬ 
wards  found  out  to  be  the  common  salutation  of  the 
country.  I  said  it  after  her.  She  then  left  me.  Shortly 
afterwards  a  servant  appeared,  who  took  me  to  a  room, 
which  I  understood  to  be  mine.  Here  I  found  every¬ 
thing  that  I  could  wish,  either  for  comfort  or  luxury; 
and  as  I  felt  fatigue,  I  flung  myself  upon  the  soft  bed 
of  down,  and  soon  was  sound  asleep. 

I  slept  for  a  long  time.  When  I  awoke  I  heard 
sounds  in  the  distance,  and  knew  that  people  were  mov¬ 
ing.  Here  in  these  caverns  there  was  no  difference  be¬ 
tween  day  and  night,  but,  by  modes  of  which  I  was 
ignorant,  a  regular  succession  was  observed  of  waking 
times  and  sleeping  times. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  CAVERN  OF  THE  DEAD. 

On  going  forth  into  the  outer  grotto  I  saw  the  table 
spread  with  a  sumptuous  repast,  and  the  apartment  in  a 
blaze  of  light.  Almah  was  not  here;  and  though  some 
servants  made  signs  for  me  to  eat,  yet  I  could  not  until 
I  should  see  whether  she  was  coming  or  not.  I  had  to 
wait  for  a  long  time,  however  ;  and  while  I  was  waiting 
the  chief  entered,  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand  from 
the  painful  light.  He  bowed  low  with  the  most  pro¬ 
found  courtesy,  saying  “  Salonla,”  to  which  I  responded 
in  the  same  way.  He  seemed  much  pleased  at  this,  and 
made  a  few  remarks,  which  I  did  not  understand;  where¬ 
upon,  anxious  to  lose  no  time  in  learning  the  language, 
I  repeated  to  him  all  the  words  I  knew,  and  asked  after 
others.  I  pointed  to  him  and  asked  his  name.  He  said 
“  Kohen.”  This,  however,  I  afterwards  found  was  not 
a  name,  but  a  title.  The  “  Kohen  ”  did  not  remain  long, 
for  the  light  was  painful.  After  his  departure  I  was 
alone  for  some  time,  and  at  length  Almah  made  her  ap¬ 
pearance.  I  sprang  to  meet  her,  full  of  joy,  and  took 
her  hand  in  both  of  mine  and  pressed  it  warmly.  She 
smiled,  and  appeared  quite  free  from  the  melancholy  of 
the  previous  day. 

We  ate  our  breakfast  together,  after  which  we  went 
out  into  the  world  of  light,  groping  our  way  along 
through  the  dark  passages  amid  the  busy  crowd.  Al¬ 
mah  could  see  better  than  I  in  the  darkness  ;  but  she 
was  far  from  seeing  well,  and  did  not  move  with  that 
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easy  step  and  perfect  certainty  which  all  the  others 
showed.  Like  me,  she  was  a  child  of  light,  and  the 
darkness  was  distressing  to  her.  As  we  went  on  we 
were  seen  by  all,  but  were  apparently  not  considered 
prisoners.  On  the  contrary,  all  looked  at  us  with  the 
deepest  respect,  and  bowed  low  or  moved  aside,  and  oc¬ 
casionally  made  little  offerings  of  fruit  or  flowers  to  one 
or  the  other  of  us.  It  seemed  to  me  that  we  were  treat¬ 
ed  with  equal  distinction;  and  if  Almah  was  their  queen, 
I,  their  guest,  was  regarded  with  equal  honor.  What¬ 
ever  her  rank  might  be,  however,  she  was  to  all  appear¬ 
ance  the  most  absolute  mistress  of  her  own  actions,  and 
moved  about  among  all  these  people  with  the  indepen¬ 
dence  and  dignity  of  some  person  of  exalted  rank. 

At  length  we  emerged  into  the  open  air.  Here  the 
contrast  to  the  cavern  gloom  inside  gave  to  the  outer 
world  unusual  brightness  and  splendor,  so  that  even 
under  the  'heavy  overarching  tree-ferns,  which  had 
seemed  so  dark  when  I  was  here  before,  it  now  appeared 
light  and  cheerful.  Almah  turned  to  the  right,  and  we 
walked  along  the  terrace.  But  few  people  were  visible. 
They  shrank  from  the  light,  and  kept  themselves  in  the 
caverns.  Then  after  a  few  steps  we  came  to  the  base 
of  a  tall  half-pyramid,  the  summit  of  which  was  above 
the  tops  of  the  trees.  I  pointed  to  this,  as  though  I 
wished  to  go  up.  Almah  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and 
seemed  to  shrink  back,  but  at  length,  overcoming  her  re¬ 
luctance,  began  the  ascent.  A  flight  of  stone  steps  led 
up.  On  reaching  the  top,  I  found  it  about  thirty  feet 
long  by  fifteen  wide,  with  a  high  stone  table  in  the  mid¬ 
dle.  At  that  moment,  however,  I  scarce  noticed  the 
pyramid  summit,  and  I  only  describe  it  now  because  I 
was  fated  before  long  to  see  it  with  different  feelings. 
What  I  then  noticed  was  the  vast  and  wondrous  display 
of  all  the  glories  of  nature  that  burst  at  once  upon  my 
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view.  There  was  that  same  boundless  sea,  rising  up 
high  towards  the  horizon,  as  I  had  seen  it  before,  and 
suggesting  infinite  extent.  There  were  the  blue  waters 
breaking  into  foam,  the  ships  traversing  the  deep,  the 
far-encircling  shores  green  in  vegetation,  the  high  ram¬ 
part  of  ice-bound  mountains  that  shut  in  the  land,  mak¬ 
ing  it  a  world  by  itself.  There  was  the  sun,  low  on  the 
horizon,  which  it  traversed  on  its  long  orbit,  lighting  up 
all  these  scenes  till  the  six-months  day  should  end  and 
the  six-months  night  begin. 

For  a  long  time  I  stood  feasting  my  eyes  upon  all  this 
splendor,  and  at  length  turned  to  see  whether  Almah 
shared  my  feelings.  One  look  was  enough.  She  stood 
absorbed  in  the  scene,  as  though  she  were  drinking  in 
deep  draughts  of  all  this  matchless  beauty.  I  felt 
amazed  at  this  ;  I  saw  how  different  she  seemed  from 
the  others,  and  could  not  account  for  it.  But  as  yet 
I  knew  too  little  of  the  language  to  question  her,  and 
could  only  hope  for  a  future  explanation  when  I  had 
learned  more. 

We  descended  at  length  and  walked  along  the  terrace 
and  up  and  down  the  side  streets.  All  were  the  same  as 
I  had  noticed  before — terraced  streets,  with  caverns  on 
one  side  and  massive  stone  structures  on  the  other.  I 
saw  deep  channels,  which  were  used  as  drains  to  carry 
down  mountain  torrents.  I  did  not  see  all  at  this  first 
walk,  but  I  inspected  the  whole  city  in  many  subsequent 
walks  until  its  outlines  were  all  familiar.  I  found  it 
about  a  mile  long  and  about  half  a  mile  wide,  con¬ 
structed  in  a  series  of  terraces,  which  rose  one  above 
another  in  a  hollow  of  the  mountains  round  a  harbor  of 
the  sea.  On  my  walks  I  met  with  but  few  people  on 
the  streets,  and  they  all  seemed  troubled  with  the  light. 
I  saw  also  occasionally  some  more  of  those  great  birds,  the 
name  of  which  I  learned  from  Almah;  it  was  “  opkuk,” 
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For  some  time  my  life  went  on  most  delightfully.  I 
found  myself  surrounded  with  every  comfort  and  lux¬ 
ury.  Almah  was  my  constant  associate,  and  all  around 
regarded  us  with  the  profoundest  respect.  The  people 
were  the  mildest,  most  gentle,  and  most  generous  that 
I  had  ever  seen.  The  Kohen  seemed  to  pass  most  of 
his  time  in  making  new  contrivances  for  my  happiness. 
This  strange  people,  in  their  dealings  with  me  and  with 
one  another,  seemed  animated  by  a  universal  desire  to 
do  kindly  acts  ;  and  the  only  possible  objection  against 
them  was  their  singular  love  of  darkness. 

My  freedom  was  absolute.  No  one  watched  me.  Al¬ 
mah  and  I  could  go  where  we  chose.  So  far  as  I  could 
perceive,  we  were  quite  at  liberty,  if  we  wished,  to  take 
a  boat  and  escape  over  the  sea.  It  seemed  also  quite 
likely  that  if  we  had  ordered  out  a  galley  and  a  gang  of 
oarsmen,  we  should  have  been  supplied  with  all  that  we 
might  want  in  the  most  cheerful  manner.  Such  a 
thought,  however,  was  absurd.  Why  should  I  think  of 
flying  ? 

I  had  long  ago  lost  all  idea  of  time  ;  and  here,  where 
it  was  for  the  present  perpetual  day,  I  was  more  at  a 
loss  than  ever.  I  supposed  that  it  was  somewhere  in 
the  month  of  March,  but  whether  at  the  beginning  or 
the  end  I  could  not  tell.  The  people  had  a  regular  sys¬ 
tem  of  wake-time  and  sleep-time,  by  which  they  ordered 
their  lives  ;  but  whether  these  respective  times  were 
longer  or  shorter  than  the  days  and  nights  at  home  I 
could  not  tell  at  that  time,  though  I  afterwards  learned 
all  about  it.  On  the  whole,  I  was  perfectly  content — 
nay,  more,  perfectly  happy;  more  so,  indeed,  than  ever 
in  my  life,  and  quite  willing  to  forget  home  and  friends 
and  everything  in  the  society  of  Almah.  While  in  her 
company  there  was  always  one  purpose  upon  which  I 
was  most  intent,  and  that  was  to  master  the  language. 
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I  made  rapid  progress,  and  while  she  was  absent  I 
sought  out  others,  especially  the  Kohen,  with  whom  to 
practise.  The  Kohen  was  always  most  eager  to  aid  me 
in  every  conceivable  way  or  to  any  conceivable  thing  ; 
and  he  had  such  a  gentle  manner  and  showed  such  gen¬ 
erous  qualities  that  I  soon  learned  to  regard  him  with 
positive  affection. 

Almah  was  always  absent  for  several  hours  after  I 
rose  in  the  morning,  and  when  she  made  her  appearance 
it  was  with  the  face  and  manner  of  one  who  had  re¬ 
turned  from  some  unpleasant  task.  It  always  took  some 
time  for  her  to  regain  that  cheerfulness  which  she  usu¬ 
ally  showed.  I  soon  felt  a  deep  curiosity  to  learn  the 
nature  of  her  employment  and  office  here,  and  as  my 
knowledge  of  the  language  increased  I  began  to  ques¬ 
tion  her.  My  first  attempts  were  vain.  She  looked  at 
me  with  indescribable  mournfulness  and  shook  her  head. 
This,  however,  only  confirmed  me  in  my  suspicions  that 
her  duties,  whatever  they  might  be,  were  of  a  painful 
nature  ;  so  I  urged  her  to  tell  me,  and  asked  her  as  well 
as  I  could  if  I  might  not  share  them  or  help  her  in  some 
way.  To  all  this,  however,  she  only  returned  sighs  and 
mournful  looks  for  an  answer.  It  seemed  to  me,  from 
her  manner  and  from  the  general  behavior  of  the  peo¬ 
ple,  that  there  was  no  express  prohibition  on  my  learn¬ 
ing  anything,  doing  anything,  or  going  anywhere  ;  and 
so,  after  this,  I  besought  her  to  let  me  accompany  her 
some  time.  But  this  too  she  refused.  My  requests  were 
often  made,  and  as  I  learned  more  and  more  of  the  lan¬ 
guage  I  was  able  to  make  them  with  more  earnestness 
and  effect,  until  at  length  I  succeeded  in  overcoming 
her  objections. 

“  It  is  for  your  own  sake,”  said  she,  “  that  I  have  re¬ 
fused,  Atam-or.  I  do  not  wish  to  lessen  your  happiness. 
But  you  must  know  all  soon  ;  and  so,  if  you  wish  to 
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come  with  me  and  see  what  I  have  to  do,  why,  you  may 
come  the  next  jom.” 

This  meant  the  next  day,  jom  being  the  division  of 
time  corresponding  with  our  day.  At  this  promise  I 
was  so  full  of  gratitude  that  I  forgot  all  about  the  dark 
suggestiveness  of  her  words.  The  next  jom  I  arose 
sooner  than  usual  and  went  forth.  I  found  Almah  wait¬ 
ing  for  me.  She  looked  troubled,  and  greeted  me  with 
a  mournful  smile. 

“  You  will  find  pain  in  this,”  said  she;  “  but  you  wish 
it,  and  if  you  still  wish  it,  why,  I  will  take  you  with 
me.” 

At  this  I  only  persisted  the  more,  and  so  we  set  forth. 
We  went  through  the  cavern  passages.  Few  people 
were  there;  all  seemed  asleep.  Then  we  went  out-of- 
doors  and  came  into  the  full  blaze  of  that  day  which 
here  knew  no  night,  but  prolonged  itself  into  months. 
For  a  while  Almah  stood  looking  forth  between  the 
trees  to  where  the  bright  sunlight  sparkled  on  the  sea, 
and  then  with  a  sigh  she  turned  to  the  left.  I  followed. 
On  coming  to  the  next  portal  she  went  in.  I  followed, 
and  found  myself  in  a  rough  cavern,  dark  and  forbid¬ 
ding.  Traversing  this  wTe  came  to  an  inner  doorway, 
closed  with  a  heavy  mat.  This  she  raised,  and  passed 
through,  while  I  went  in  after  her. 

I  found  myself  in  a  vast  cavern,  full  of  dim,  spark¬ 
ling  lights,  which  served  not  to  illuminate  it,  but  mere¬ 
ly  to  indicate  its  enormous  extent.  Far  above  rose  the 
vaulted  roof,  to  a  height  of  apparently  a  hundred  feet. 
Under  this  there  was  a  lofty  half-pyramid  with  stone 
steps.  All  around,  as  far  as  I  could  see  in  the  obscure 
light,  there  were  niches  in  the  walls,  each  one  containing 
a  figure  with  a  light  burning  at  its  feet.  I  took  them 
for  statues.  Almah  pointed  in  silence  to  one  of  these 
which  was  nearest,  and  I  went  up  close  so  as  to  see  it. 
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The  first  glance  that  I  took  made  me  recoil  with  hor¬ 
ror.  It  was  no  statue  that  I  saw  in  that  niche,  but  a 
shrivelled  human  form — a  hideous  sight.  It  was  dark 
and  dried;  it  was  fixed  in  a  sitting  posture,  with  its  hands 
resting  on  its  knees,  and  its  hollow  eyes  looking  for¬ 
ward.  On  its  head  was  the  mockery  of  a  wreath  of  flow¬ 
ers,  while  from  its  heart  there  projected  the  handle  and 
half  of  the  blade  of  a  knife  which  had  been  thrust  there. 
What  Avas  the  meaning  of  this  knife?  It  seemed  to 
tell  of  a  violent  death.  Yet  the  floAvers  must  surely  be 
a  mark  of  honor.  A  violent  death  Avith  honor,  and  the 
embalmed  remains — these  things  suggested  nothing  else 
than  the  horrid  thought  of  a  human  sacrifice.  I  looked 
away  with  eager  and  terrible  curiosity.  I  saw  all  the 
niches,  hundreds  upon  hundreds,  all  filled  Avith  these 
fearful  occupants.  I  turned  again  Avith  a  sinking  heart 
to  Almah.  Her  face  was  full  of  anguish. 

“  This  is  my  duty,”  said  she.  “  Every  jom  I  must 
come  here  and  crown  these  victims  with  fresh  flowers.” 

A  feeling  of  sickening  horror  overAvhelmed  me.  Al¬ 
mah  had  spoken  these  words  and  stood  looking  at  me 
with  a  face  of  woe.  This,  then,  Avas  that  daily  task 
from  which  she  Avas  Avont  to  return  in  such  sadness — 
an  abhorrent  task  to  her,  and  one  to  Avhich  familiarity 
had  never  reconciled  her.  What  was  she  doing  here  ? 
What  dark  fate  was  it  that  thus  bound  this  child  of 
light  to  these  children  of  darkness  ?  or  Avhy  Avas  she 
thus  compelled  to  perform  a  service  from  which  all  her 
nature  revolted  ?  I  read  in  her  face  at  this  moment  a 
horror  equal  to  my  OAvn;  and  at  the  sight  of  her  dis¬ 
tress  my  own  was  lessened,  and  there  arose  Avithin  me  a 
profound  sympathy  and  a  strong  desire  to  do  something 
to  alleviate  her  misery. 

“  This  is  no  place  for  you,”  continued  Almah.  “  Go, 
and  I  will  soon  join  you.” 
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“  No,”  said  I,  using  her  language  after  my  own  broken 
fashion — “no,  I  will  not  go — I  will  stay,  I  will  help,  if 
you  wTill  permit.” 

She  looked  at  me  earnestly,  and  seemed  to  see  that 
my  resolution  was  firmly  fixed,  and  that  I  was  not  to  be 
dissuaded  from  it. 

“Very  well,”  said  she;  “if  you  do  stay  and  help  me, 
it  will  be  a  great  relief.” 

With  these  simple  words  she  proceeded  to  carry  out 
her  work.  At  the  foot  of  the  pyramid  there  was  a  heap 
of  wreaths  made  out  of  fresh  flowers,  and  these  were 
to  be  placed  by  her  on  the  heads  of  the  embalmed 
corpses. 

“This  work,”  said  she,  “is  considered  here  the  high¬ 
est  and  most  honorable  that  can  be  performed.  It  is 
given  to  me  out  of  kindness,  and  they  cannot  under¬ 
stand  that  I  can  have  any  other  feelings  in  the  perform¬ 
ance  than  those  of  joy  and  exultation — here  among  the 
dead  and  in  the  dark.” 

I  said  nothing,  but  followed  and  watched  her,  carry¬ 
ing  the  wreaths  and  supplying  her.  She  went  to  each 
niche  in  succession,  and  after  taking  the  wreath  off 
each  corpse  she  placed  a  fresh  one  on,  saying  a  brief 
formula  at  each  act.  By  keeping  her  supplied  with 
wreaths  I  was  able  to  lighten  her  task,  so  much  so  that, 
whereas  it  usually  occupied  her  more  than  two  hours, 
on  the  present  occasion  it  was  finished  in  less  than 
half  an  hour.  She  informed  me  that  those  which  she 
crowned  were  the  corpses  of  men  who  had  been  sacri¬ 
ficed  during  the  present  season — by  season  meaning  the 
six  months  of  light;  and  that  though  many  more  were 
here,  yet  they  wore  crowns  of  gold.  At  the  end  of  ten 
years  they  were  removed  to  public  sepulchres.  The 
number  of  those  which  had  to  be  crowned  by  her  was 
about  a  hundred.  Her  work  was  only  to  crown  them, 
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the  labor  of  collecting  the  flowers  and  weaving  the 
wreaths  and  attending  to  the  lamps  being  performed 
by  others. 

I  left  this  place  with  Almah,  sad  and  depressed.  She 
had  not  told  me  why  these  victims  had  been  sacrificed, 
nor  did  I  feel  inclined  to  ask.  A  dark  suspicion  had 
come  to  me  that  these  people,  underneath  all  their 
amiable  ways,  concealed  thoughts,  habits,  and  motives 
of  a  frightful  kind;  and  that  beyond  all  my  present 
brightness  and  happiness  there  might  be  a  fate  awaiting 
me  too  horrible  for  thought.  Yet  I  did  not  wish  to  bor¬ 
row  trouble.  What  I  had  seen  and  heard  was  quite 
enough  for  one  occasion.  I  was  anxious,  rather,  to  for¬ 
get  it  all.  Nor  did  Almah’s  words  or  manner  in  any 
way  reassure  me.  She  was  silent  and  sad  and  preoccu¬ 
pied.  It  was  as  though  she  knew  the  worst,  and  know¬ 
ing  it,  dared  not  speak;  as  though  there  was  something 
more  horrible  which  she  dared  not  reveal.  For  mv 

4/ 

part,  I  feared  it  so  that  I  dared  not  ask.  It  was  enough 
for  me  just  then  to  know  that  my  mild  and  self-denying 
and  generous  entertainers  were  addicted  to  the  abhor¬ 
rent  custom  of  human  sacrifices. 
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SIIE  TOOK  OFF  TITE  OLD  WREATH  AND  PUT  ON  A  FRESH  ONE 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  SACKED  HUNT. 

On  that  very  jom  the  Kohen  informed  me  that  they 
were  about  to  set  forth  on  the  a  sacred  hunt,”  an  event 
which  always  occurred  towards  the  end  of  the  season, 
and  he  kindly  invited  me  to  go.  I,  eager  to  find  any 
relief  from  the  horrible  thoughts  that  had  taken  pos¬ 
session  of  me,  and  full  of  longing  for  active  exertion,  at 
once  accepted  the  invitation.  I  was  delighted  to  hear 
Alrnah  say  that  she  too  was  going;  and  I  learned  at  the 
same  time  that  in  this  strange  land  the  women  were  as 
fond  of  hunting  as  the  men,  and  that  on  such  occasions 
their  presence  was  expected. 

The  sacred  hunt  was  certainly  a  strange  one.  I  saw 
that  it  was  to  take  place  on  the  water;  for  a  great 
crowd,  numbering  over  a  hundred,  went  down  to  the 
harbor  and  embarked  on  board  a  galle3r,  on  which  there 
were  a  hundred  others,  who  served  as  rowers.  The 
hunters  were  all  armed  with  long,  light  javelins  and 
short  swords.  Some  of  these  were  offered  to  me,  for  as 
yet  no  one  supposed  that  my  rifle  and  pistol  were  instru¬ 
ments  of  destruction,  or  anything  else  than  ornaments. 
My  refusal  to  accept  their  weapons  created  some  sur¬ 
prise,  but  with  their  usual  civility  they  did  not  press 
their  offers  further.  It  was  evident  that  this  hunting 
expedition  was  only  made  in  obedience  to  some  hallowed 
custom;  for  the  light  of  the  sun  pained  their  eyes,  and 
all  their  movements  were  made  with  uncertainty  and 
hesitation.  With  these  a  hunt  by  sunlight  is  the  same 
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as  a  hunt  by  night  would  be  with  us.  There  was  the 
same  confusion  and  awkwardness. 

The  Kohen  was  in  command.  At  his  word  the  galley 
started,  and  the  rowers  pulled  out  to  sea  with  long,  regu¬ 
lar  strokes,  I  was  anxious  to  know  what  the  expedition 
was  aimed  at,  and  what  were  the  animals  that  we  ex¬ 
pected  to  get;  but  I  could  not  make  out  Almah’s  ex¬ 
planations.  Her  words  suggested  something  of  vague 
terror,  vast  proportions,  and  indescribable  ferocity;  but 
my  ignorance  of  the  language  prevented  me  from  learn¬ 
ing  anything  more. 

We  went  along  the  coast  for  a  few  miles,  and  then 
came  to  the  mouth  of  a  great  river,  which  seemed  to 
flow  from  among  the  mountains.  The  current  was  ex¬ 
ceedingly  swift,  and  as  I  looked  back  it  seemed  to  me 
that  it  must  be  the  very  stream  which  had  borne  me 
here  into  this  remote  world.  I  afterwards  found  out 
that  this  was  so — that  this  stream  emerges  from  among 
the  mountains,  flowing  from  an  unknown  source.  It 
was  over  this  that  I  had  been  borne  in  my  sleep,  after  I 
had  emerged  from  the  subterranean  darkness,  and  it  was 
by  this  current  that  I  had  been  carried  into  the  open 
sea.  As  we  crossed  the  estuary  of  this  river  I  saw  that 
the  shores  on  either  side  were  low,  and  covered  with  the 
rankest  vegetation;  giant  trees  of  fern,  vast  reeds  and 
grasses,  all  arose  here  in  a  dense  growth  impassable  to 
man.  Upon  the  shallow  shores  the  surf  was  breaking; 
and  here  in  the  tide  I  saw  objects  which  I  at  first  sup¬ 
posed  to  be  rocks,  but  afterwards  found  out  to  be  living 
things.  They  looked  like  alligators,  but  were  far  larger 
than  the  largest  alligators  known  to  us,  besides  being  of 
far  more  terrific  aspect.  Towards  these  the  galley  was 
directed,  and  I  now  saw  with  surprise  that  these  were 
the  objects  of  the  sacred  hunt. 

Suddenly,  as  the  galley  was  moving  along  at  half- 
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speed,  there  arose  out  of  the  water  a  thing  that  looked 
like  the  folds  of  a  giant  hairy  serpent,  which,  however, 
proved  to  be  the  long  neck  of  an  incredible  monster, 
whose  immense  body  soon  afterwards  appeared  above 
the  water.  With  huge  fins  he  propelled  himself  towards 
us;  and  his  head,  twenty  feet  in  the  air,  was  poised  as 
though  about  to  attack.  The  head  was  like  that  of  an 
alligator,  the  open  jaws  showed  a  fearful  array  of  sharp 
teeth,  the  eyes  were  fiercely  glowing,  the  long  neck  was 
covered  with  a  coarse,  shaggy  mane,  while  the  top  of 
the  body,  which  was  out  of  the  water,  was  incased  in  an 
impenetrable  cuirass  of  bone.  Such  a  monster  as  this 
seemed  unassailable,  especially  by  men  who  had  no  mis¬ 
sile  weapons,  and  whose  eyes  were  so  dim  and  weak. 
I  therefore  expected  that  the  galley  would  turn  and  fly 
from  the  attack,  for  the  monster  itself  seemed  as  large 
as  our  vessel;  but  there  was  not  the  slightest  thought 
of  flight.  On  the  contrary,  every  man  was  on  the  alert; 
some  sprang  to  the  bow  and  stood  there,  awaiting  the 
first  shock;  others,  amidship,  stood  waiting  for  the  or¬ 
ders  of  the  Kohen.  Meanwhile  the  monster  approached, 
and  at  length,  with  a  sweep  of  his  long  neck,  came  down 
upon  the  dense  crowd  at  the  bows.  A  dozen  frail  lances 
were  broken  against  his  horny  head,  a  half  dozen 
wretches  were  seized  and  terribly  torn  by  those  re¬ 
morseless  jaws.  Still  none  fled.  All  rushed  forward, 
and  with  lances,  axes,  knives,  and  ropes  they  sought  to 
destroy  the  enemy.  Numbers  of  them  strove  to  seize 
his  long  neck.  In  the  ardor  of  the  fight  the  row^ers 
dropped  their  oars  and  hurried  to  the  scene,  to  take  part 
in  the  struggle.  The  slaughter  was  sickening,  but  not 
a  man  quailed.  Never  had  I  dreamed  of  such  blind  and 
desperate  courage  as  was  now  displayed  before  my  hor¬ 
ror-stricken  eyes.  Each  sought  to  outdo  the  other. 
They  had  managed  to  throw  ropes  around  the  monster’s 

n 


'98 


A  Strange  Manuscript 


neck,  by  which  he  was  held  close  to  the  galley.  Ilis 
fierce  movements  seemed  likely  to  drag  us  all  down 
under  the  water;  and  his  long  neck,  free  from  restraint, 
writhed  and  twisted  among  the  struggling  crowd  of 
fighting  men,  in  the  midst  of  whom  was  the  Kohen,  as 
desperate  and  as  fearless  as  any. 

i  All  this  had  taken  place  in  a  very  short  space  of  time, 
and  I  had  scarce  been  able  to  comprehend  the  full  mean¬ 
ing  of  it  all.  As  for  Almah,  she  stood  pale  and  trem¬ 
bling,  with  a  face  of  horror.  At  last  it  seemed  to  me 
that  every  man  of  them  would  be  destroyed,  and  that 
they  were  all  throwing  their  lives  away  to  no  purpose 
whatever.  Above  all,  my  heart  was  wrung  for  the  Ko¬ 
hen,  who  was  there  in  the  midst  of  his  people,  lifting 
his  frail  and  puny  arm  against  the  monster.  I  could 
endure  inaction  no  longer.  I  had  brought  my  arms 
with  me,  as  usual ;  and  now,  as  the  monster  raised  his 
head,  I  took  aim  at  his  eye  and  fired.  The  report  rang 
out  in  thunder.  Almah  gave  a  shriek,  and  amid  the 
smoke  I  saw  the  long,  snakelike  neck  of  the  monster 
sweeping  about  madly  among  the  men.  In  the  water 
his  vast  tail  was  lashing  the  surface  of  the  sea,  and 
churning  it  into  foam.  Here  I  once  more  took  aim 
immediately  under  the  fore-fin,  where  there  was  no 
scaly  covering.  Once  more  I  fired.  This  time  it  was 
with  fatal  effect ;  for  after  one  or  two  convulsive  move¬ 
ments  the  monster,  with  a  low,  deep  bellow,  let  his 
head  fall  and  gasped  out  his  life. 

I  hurried  forward.  There  lay  the  frightful  head,  with 
its  long  neck  and  shaggy  mane,  while  all  around  was  a 
hideous  spectacle.  The  destruction  of  life  had  been  aw¬ 
ful.  Nineteen  were  dead,  and  twenty-eight  were  wound¬ 
ed,  writhing  in  every  gradation  of  agony,  some  horribly 
mangled.  The  rest  stood  staring  at  me  in  astonish¬ 
ment,  not  understanding  those  peals  of  thunder  that 
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had  laid  the  monster  low.  There  was  no  terror  or  awe, 
however — nothing  more  than  surprise;  and  the  Kohen, 
whose  clothes  were  torn  into  shreds  and  covered  with 
blood,  looked  at  me  in  bewilderment.  I  said  to  him, 
out  of  my  small  stock  of  words,  that  the  wounded  ought 
at  once  to  he  cared  for.  At  this  he  turned  away  and 
made  some  remarks  to  his  men. 

I  now  stood  ready  to  lend  my  own  services,  if  need¬ 
ful.  I  expected  to  take  a  part  in  the  tender  attentions 
which  were  the  due  of  these  gallant  souls,  who  had  ex¬ 
hibited  such  matchless  valor ;  these  men  who  thought 
nothing  of  life,  but  flung  it  away  at  the  command  of 
their  chief  without  dreaming  of  flight  or  of  hesitation. 
Thus  I  stood  looking  on  in  an  expectant  attitude,  when 
there  came  a  moment  in  which  I  was  simply  petrified 
with  horror  ;  for  the  Kohen  drew  his  knife,  stooped  over 
the  wounded  man  nearest  him,  and  then  stabbed  him 
to  the  heart  with  a  mortal  wound.  The  others  all  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  do  the  same,  and  they  did  it  in  the  coolest 
and  most  business-like  manner,  without  any  passion, 
without  any  feeling  of  any  kind,  and,  indeed,  with  a  cer¬ 
tain  air  of  gratification,  as  though  they  were  perform¬ 
ing  some  peculiarly  high  and  sacred  duty.  The  mildness 
and  benevolence  of  their  faces  seemed  actually  height¬ 
ened,  and  the  perpetration  of  this  unutterable  atrocity 
seemed  to  aifect  these  people  in  the  same  way  in  which 
the  performance  of  acts  of  humanity  might  affect  us. 

For  my  own  part,  I  stood  for  a  few  moments  actually 
motionless  from  perplexity  and  horror ;  then,  with  a 
shriek,  I  rushed  forward  as  if  to  prevent  it ;  but  I  was 
too  late.  The  unutterable  deed  was  done,  and  the  un¬ 
fortunate  wounded,  without  an  exception,  lay  dead  be¬ 
side  their  slain  companions.  As  for  myself,  I  was  only 
regarded  with  fresh  wonder,  and  they  all  stood  blink¬ 
ing  at  me  with  their  half-closed  eyes.  Suddenly  the 
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Kohen  fell  prostrate  on  his  knees  before  me,  and  bowing 
his  head  handed  me  his  bloody  knife. 

“Atam-or,”  said  he,  “give  me  also  the  blessing  of 
darkness  and  death !” 

At  these  strange  words,  following  such  actions,  I  could 
say  nothing.  I  was  more  bewildered  than  ever,  and 
horror  and  bewilderment  made  me  dumb.  I  turned 
away  and  went  aft  to  Almah,  who  had  seen  it  all.  She 
looked  at  me  with  an  anxious  gaze,  as  if  to  learn  what 
the  effect  of  all  this  had  been  on  me.  I  could  not  speak 
a  word,  but  with  a  vague  sense  of  the  necessity  of  self- 
preservation,  I  loaded  my  rifle,  and  tried  in  vain  to  make 
out  what  might  be  the  meaning  of  this  union  of  gentle¬ 
ness  and  kindness  with  atrocious  cruelty.  Meanwhile, 
the  men  all  went  to  work  upon  various  tasks.  Some 
secured  lines  about  the  monster  so  as  to  tow  it  astern  ; 
others  busied  themselves  with  the  corpses,  collecting 
them  and  arranging  them  in  rows.  At  length  we  re¬ 
turned,  towing  the  monster  astern. 

I  could  not  speak  until  I  was  back  again  in  the  lighted 
rooms  and  alone  with  Almah ;  then  I  told  her,  as  well 
as  I  could,  the  horror  that  I  felt. 

“  It  was  honor  to  those  brave  men,”  said  she. 

“  Honor !”  said  I.  “  What !  to  kill  them?” 

“Yes,”  said  she,  “it  is  so  with  these  people;  with 
them  death  is  the  highest  blessing.  They  all  love  death 
and  seek  after  it.  To  die  for  another  is  immortal  glory. 
To  kill  the  wounded,  was  to  show  that  they  had  died 
for  others.  The  wounded  wished  it  themselves.  You 
saw  how  they  all  sought  after  death.  These  people 
were  too  generous  and  kind-hearted  to  refuse  to  kill 
them  after  they  had  received  wounds.” 

At  this  my  perplexity  grew  deeper  than  ever,  for 
such  an  explanation  as  this  only  served  to  make  the 
mystery  greater. 


Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 


101 


“  Here,”  said  she,  “  no  one  understands  what  it  is  to 
fear  death.  They  all  love  it  and  long  for  it ;  but  every 
one  wishes  above  all  to  die  for  others.  This  is  their 
highest  blessing.  To  die  a  natural  death  in  bed  is 
avoided  if  possible.” 

All  this  was  incomprehensible. 

“  Tell  me,  Almah,”  I  said — “  you  hate  darkness  as  I 
do — do  you  not  fear  death?” 

“  I  fear  it  above  all  things,”  said  Almah.  “  To  me 
it  is  the  horror  of  life  ;  it  is  the  chief  of  terrors.” 

“  So  it  is  with  me,”  said  I.  “  In  my  country  we  call 
death  the  King  of  Terrors.” 

“  Here,”  said  Almah,  “  they  call  death  the  Lord  of 
Joy.” 

Not  long  after,  the  Kohen  came  in,  looking  as  quiet, 
as  gentle,  and  as  amiable  as  ever.  He  showed  some 
curiosity  about  my  rifle,  which  he  called  a  sepet-ram , 
or  arod  of  thunder.”  Almah  also  showed  curiosity. 
I  did  not  care  to  explain  the  process  of  loading  it  to 
the  Kohen,  though  Almah  had  seen  me  load  it  in  the 
galley,  and  I  left  him  to  suppose  that  it  was  used  in 
some  mysterious  way.  I  cautioned  him  not  to  handle 
it  carelessly,  but  found  that  this  caution  only  made  him 
the  more  eager  to  handle  it,  since  the  prospect  of  an 
accident  found  an  irresistible  attraction.  I  would  not 
let  it  go  out  of  my  own  hands,  however ;  and  the  Ko¬ 
hen,  whose  self-denial  was  always  most  wonderful  to 
me,  at  once  checked  his  curiosity. 


102 


A  Strange  Manuscript 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  SWAMP  MONSTER. 

A  few  joms  after,  I  was  informed  by  the  Kohen  that 
there  was  to  be  another  sacred  hunt.  At  first  I  felt 
inclined  to  refuse,  but  on  learning  that  Almah  was  going, 
I  resolved  to  go  also  ;  for  Almah,  though  generally  mis¬ 
tress  of  her  actions,  had  nevertheless  certain  duties  to 
perform,  and  among  these  was  the  necessity  of  accom¬ 
panying  hunting-parties.  I  did  not  yet  understand  her 
position  here,  nor  had  I  heard  from  her  yet  how  it  was 
that  she  was  so  different  from  the  rest  of  them.  That 
was  all  to  be  learned  at  a  future  time.  For  the  present 
I  had  to  be  satisfied  with  knowing  that  she  belonged 
to  a  different  nation,  who  spoke  a  different  language, 
and  that  all  her  thoughts  and  feelings  were  totally  dif¬ 
ferent  from  those  of  the  people  among  whom  she  was 
living.  She  loved  the  light,  she  feared  death,  and  she 
had  never  been  able  in  the  slightest  degree  to  reconcile 
herself  to  the  habits  of  these  people.  This  I  could  read¬ 
ily  understand,  for  to  me  it  seemed  as  though  they  lived 
in  opposition  to  nature  itself. 

We  went  out  into  the  daylight,  and  then  I  saw  a  sight 
which  filled  me  with  amazement.  I  saw  a  flock  of  birds 
larger  than  even  the  opkuks.  They  were  called  “  op- 
maliera.”  They  seemed  as  tall  as  giraffes,  and  their 
long  legs  indicated  great  powers  of  running.  Their 
wings  were  very  short,  and  not  adapted  for  flight.  They 
were  very  tractable,  and  were  harnessed  for  riding  in  a 
peculiar  way ;  lines  like  reins  were  fastened  to  the  wings, 
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and  tlie  driver,  who  sat  close  by  the  neck,  guided  the 
bird  in  this  way.  Each  bird  carried  two  men,  but  for 
Almah  and  me  there  was  a  bird  apiece.  An  iron  prod 
was  also  taken  by  each  driver  as  a  spur.  I  did  not  find 
out  until  afterwards  how  to  drive.  At  that  time  the 
prospect  of  so  novel  a  ride  was  such  an  exciting  one 
that  I  forgot  everything  else.  The  birds  seemed  quiet 
and  docile.  I  took  it  for  granted  that  mine  was  well 
trained,  and  would  go  with  the  others  of  his  own  ac¬ 
cord.  We  all  mounted  by  means  of  a  stone  platform 
which  stood  by  the  pyramid,  and  soon  were  on  our  way. 

The  speed  was  amazing ;  the  fastest  race-horse  at 
home  is  slow  compared  with  this.  It  was  as  swift  as  an 
ordinary  railway  train,  if  not  more  so.  For  some  min¬ 
utes  the  novelty  of  my  situation  took  away  all  other 
thoughts,  and  I  held  the  reins  in  my  hands  without 
knowing  how  to  use  them.  But  this  mattered  not,  for 
the  well  -  trained  bird  kept  on  after  the  others,  while 
Almah  on  her  bird  was  close  behind  me.  The  pace,  as 
I  said,  was  tremendous,  yet  no  easier  motion  can  be  im¬ 
agined.  The  bird  bounded  along  with  immense  leaps, 
with  wings  outstretched,  but  its  feet  touched  the  ground 
so  lightly  that  the  motion  seemed  almost  equal  to  flying. 
We  did  not  confine  ourselves  to  the  roads,  for  the  birds 
were  capable  of  going  over  any  kind  of  a  country  in 
a  straight  line.  On  this  occasion  we  passed  over  wide 
fields  and  rocky  mountain  ridges  and  deep  swamps  and 
sand  wastes  at  the  same  speed,  until  at  length  we 
reached  a  vast  forest  of  dense  tree-ferns,  where  the 
whole  band  stopped  for  a  short  time,  after  which  we 
took  up  a  new  direction,  moving  on  more  slowly.  The 
forest  grew  up  out  of  a  swamp,  which  extended  as  far 
as  the  eye  could  reach  from  the  sea  to  the  mountains. 
Along  the  edge  of  this  forest  we  went  for  some  time, 
until  at  length  there  came  a  rushing,  crackling  sound,  as 
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of  something  moving  there  among  the  trees,  crushing 
down  everything  in  its  progress.  We  halted,  and  did 
not  have  to  wait  long  ;  for  soon,  not  far  away,  there 
emerged  from  the  thick  forest  a  figure  of  incredible  size 
and  most  hideous  asj^ect. 

It  looked  like  one  of  those  fabled  dragons  such  as  may 
be  seen  in  pictures,  but  without  wings.  It  was  nearly  a 
hundred  feet  in  length,  with  a  stout  body  and  a  long 
tail,  covered  all  over  with  impenetrable  scales.  Its  hind¬ 
legs  were  rather  longer  than  its  fore-legs,  and  it  moved 
its  huge  body  with  ease  and  rapidity.  Its  feet  were 
armed  with  formidable  claws.  But  its  head  was  most 
terrific.  It  was  a  vast  mass  of  bone,  with  enormous  eyes 
that  glared  like  fire ;  its  jaws  opened  to  the  width  of 
six  or  eight  feet,  and  were  furnished  with  rows  of  sharp 
teeth,  wThile  at  the  extremity  of  its  nose  there  was  a  tusk 
several  feet  long,  like  the  horn  of  a  rhinoceros,  curving 
backward.  All  this  I  took  in  at  the  first  glance,  and  the 
next  instant  the  whole  band  of  hunters,  with  their  usual 
recklessness,  flung  themselves  upon  the  monster. 

For  a  short  time  all  wTas  the  wildest  confusion — an 
intermingling  of  birds  and  men,  with  the  writhing  and 
roaring  beast.  With  his  huge  claws  and  his  curved 
horn  and  his  wide  jaws  he  dealt  death  and  destruction 
all  around  ;  yet  still  the  assailants  kept  at  their  work. 
Many  leaped  down  to  the  ground  and  rushed  close  up 
to  the  monster,  thrusting  their  lances  into  the  softer  and 
more  unprotected  parts  of  his  body  ;  while  others,  guid¬ 
ing  their  birds  with  marvellous  dexterity,  assailed  him 
on  all  sides.  The  birds,  too,  were  kept  well  to  their 
work  ;  nor  did  they  exhibit  any  fear.  It  was  not  until 
they  were  wounded  that  they  sought  to  fly.  Still,  the 
contest  seemed  too  unequal.  The  sacrifice  of  life  was 
horrible.  I  saw  men  and  birds  literally  torn  to  pieces 
before  my  eyes.  Nevertheless,  the  utter  fearlessness  of 
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the  assailants  confounded  me.  In  spite  of  the  slaugh¬ 
ter,  fresh  crowds  rushed  on.  They  clambered  over  his 
back,  and  strove  to  drive  their  lances  under  his  bony 
cuirass.  In  the  midst  of  them  I  saw  the  Kohen.  By 
some  means  he  had  reached  the  animal’s  back,  and  was 
crawling  along,  holding  by  the  coarse  shaggy  mane. 
At  length  he  stopped,  and  with  a  sudden  effort  thrust 
his  lance  into  the  monster’s  eye.  The  vast  beast  gave 
a  low  and  terrible  howl ;  his  immense  tail  went  flying 
all  about ;  in  his  pain  he  rolled  over  and  over,  crushing 
underneath  him  in  his  awful  struggles  all  who  were 
nearest.  I  could  no  longer  be  inactive.  I  raised  my 
rifle,  and  as  the  beast  in  his  writhings  exposed  his  belly 
I  took  aim  at  the  soft  flesh  just  inside  his  left  fore-leg, 
and  fired  both  barrels. 

At  that  instant  my  bird  gave  a  wild,  shrill  scream  and 
a  vast  bound  into  the  air,  and  then  away  it  wrent  like  the 
wind — away,  I  knew  not  where.  That  first  bound  had 
nearly  jerked  me  off ;  but  I  managed  to  avoid  this,  and 
now  instinctively  clung  with  all  my  might  to  the  bird’s 
neck,  still  holding  my  rifle.  The  speed  of  the  bird  was 
twice  as  great  as  it  had  been  before — as  the  speed  of  a 
runaway  horse  surpasses  that  of  the  same  horse  when 
trotting  at  his  ordinary  rate  and  under  control.  I 
could  scarcely  make  out  where  I  was  going.  Rocks, 
hills,  swamps,  fields,  trees,  sand,  and  sea  all  seemed  to 
flash  past  in  one  confused  assemblage,  and  the  only 
thought  in  my  mind  was  that  I  was  being  carried  to 
some  remote  wilderness,  to  be  flung  there  bruised  and 
maimed  among  the  rocks,  to  perish  helplessly.  Every 
moment  I  expected  to  be  thrown,  for  the  progress  of 
the  bird  wTas  not  only  inconceivably  swift,  but  it  also 
gave  immense  leaps  into  the  air ;  and  it  was  only  its 
easy  mode  of  lighting  on  the  ground  after  each  leap 
that  saved  me  from  being  hurled  off.  As  it  was,  how- 
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ever,  I  clung  instinctively  to  the  bird’s  neck,  until  at 
last  it  came  to  a  stop  so  suddenly  that  my  hands  slipped, 
and  I  fell  to  the  ground. 

I  was  senseless  for  I  know  not  how  long.  When  at 
last  I  revived  I  found  myself  propped  up  against  a  bank, 
and  Aimak  bathing  my  head  with  cold  water.  Fortu¬ 
nately,  I  had  received  no  hurt.  In  falling  I  had  struck 
on  my  head,  but  it  was  against  the  soft  turf,  and  though 
I  was  stunned,  yet  on  regaining  my  senses  no  further 
inconvenience  was  experienced.  The  presence  of  Almah 
was  soon  explained.  The  report  of  the  rifle  had  startled 
her  bird  also,  which  had  bounded  away  in  terror  like 
mine  ;  but  Almah  understood  how  to  guide  him,  and 
managed  to  keep  him  after  me,  so  as  to  be  of  assistance 
in  case  of  need.  She  had  been  close  behind  all  the  time, 
and  had  stopped  when  I  fell,  and  come  to  my  assistance. 

The  place  was  a  slope  looking  out  upon  an  arm  of  the 
sea,  and  apparently  remote  from  human  abode.  The 
scenery  was  exquisitely  beautiful.  A  little  distance  off 
we  saw  the  edge  of  the  forest ;  the  open  country  was 
dotted  with  clumps  of  trees ;  on  the  other  side  of  the 
arm  of  the  sea  was  an  easy  declivity  covered  with  trees 
of  luxuriant  foliage  and  vast  dimensions  ;  farther  away 
on  one  side  rose  the  icy  summits  of  impassable  moun¬ 
tains  ;  on  the  other  side  there  extended  the  blue  expanse 
of  the  boundless  sea.  The  spot  where  I  lay  was  over¬ 
shadowed  by  the  dense  foliage  of  a  tree  wdiick  was  un¬ 
like  anything  that  I  had  ever  seen,  and  seemed  like  some 
exaggerated  grass  ;  at  our  feet  a  brook  ran  murmuring 
to  the  shore  ;  in  the  air  and  all  around  were  innumer¬ 
able  birds. 

The  situation  in  which  I  found  myself  seemed  inex¬ 
pressibly  sweet,  and  all  the  more  so  from  the  gentle  face 
of  Almah.  Would  it  not  be  well,  I  thought,  to  remain 
here  ?  Why  should  Almah  go  back  to  her  repulsive  du- 


Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 


107 


ties  ?  Why  should  we  return  to  those  children  of  blood, 
who  loved  death  and  darkness  ?  Here  we  might  pass 
our  days  together  unmolested.  The  genial  climate 
would  afford  us  warmth  ;  we  needed  no  shelter  except 
the  trees,  and  as  for  food,  there  were  the  birds  of  the  air 
in  innumerable  flocks. 

I  proposed  this  to  her  ;  she  smiled  sadly.  “You  for¬ 
get,”  said  she,  “this  season  of  light  will  not  last  much 
longer.  In  a  few  mor q  joins  the  dark  season  will  begin, 
and  then  we  should  perish  in  a  place  like  this.” 

“  Are  there  no  caverns  here  ?” 

“  Oh,  no.  This  country  has  no  inhabitants.  It  is  full 
of  fierce  wild  beasts.  We  should  be  destroyed  before 
on  ejom.” 

“  But  must  we  go  back  ?”  said  I.  “  You  have  a  coun¬ 
try.  Where  is  it  ?  See,  here  are  these  birds.  They 
are  swift.  They  can  carry  us  anywhere.  Come,  let  us 
fly,  and  you  can  return  to  your  own  country.” 

Almah  shook,  her  head.  “  These  birds,”  said  she, 
“  cannot  go  over  the  sea,  or  through  these  endless  for¬ 
ests.  My  country  can  only  be  reached  by  sea.” 

“Can  we  not  hurry  back,  seize  a  boat,  and  go?  I 
know  how  to  sail  over  the  water  without  oars.” 

“We  certainly  might  leave  the  country  ;  but  there  is 
another  difficulty.  The  dark  season  is  coming,  and  we 
should  never  be  able  to  find  our  way.  Besides,  the  sea 
is  full  of  monsters,  and  you  and  I  will  perish.” 

“  At  any  rate,  let  us  try.  I  have  my  sepet-ram .” 

“  We  could  never  find  our  way.” 

“  Only  tell  me,”  said  I,  “  where  it  lies,  and  I  will  go 
by  the  stars.” 

“The  trouble  is,”  said  she,  “that  even  if  we  did  suc¬ 
ceed  in  reaching  my  land,  I  should  be  sent  back  again  ; 
for  I  was  sent  here  as  a  sacred  hostage,  and  I  have  been 
here  four  seasons.” 
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But  in  the  midst  of  this  conversation  a  sound  arrested 
our  attention — a  heavy,  puffing,  snorting  sound,  as  of 
some  living  thing.  Hastily  I  started  up,  rifle  in  hand, 
and  looked  ;  and  as  I  looked  I  felt  my  nerves  thrill  with 
horror.  There,  close  by  the  shore,  I  saw  a  vast  form — a 
living  thing — full  sixty  feet  in  length.  It  had  a  body 
like  that  of  an  elephant,  the  head  of  a  crocodile,  and 
enormous  glaring  eyes.  Its  immense  body  was  covered 
with  impenetrable  armor,  and  was  supported  on  legs 
long  enough  to  allow  it  to  run  with  great  speed.  It 
differed  in  many  respects  from  the  monster  of  the  swamp 
— the  legs  being  longer,  the  tail  shorter  and  thinner,  and 
its  head  and  jaws  larger  and  longer.  I  shrank  back, 
thinking  of  seizing  Almah  and  hiding.  But  I  saw  that 
she  had  already  taken  the  alarm,  and  with  more  pres¬ 
ence  of  mind  than  I  had  she  had  hurried  to  the  birds, 
who  were  standing  near,  and  had  made  them  lie  down. 
As  I  turned,  she  beckoned  to  me  without  a  word.  I 
hurried  to  her.  She  told  me  to  mount.  I  did  so  at 
once  ;  she  did  the  same.  Scarce  had  we  mounted  than 
the  monster  perceived  us,  and  with  a  terrible  bellow 
came  rushing  towards  us.  Almah  drove  her  goad  deep 
into  her  bird,  which  at  once  rose  and  went  off  like  the 
wind,  and  mine  started  to  follow.  The  vast  monster 
came  on.  His  roar  sounded  close  behind,  and  I  heard 
the  clash  of  his  tremendous  jaws  ;  but  the  swift  bird 
with  a  bound  snatched  me  from  his  grasp,  and  bore  me 
far  away  out  of  his  reach.  Away  I  went  like  the  wind. 
Almah  was  ahead,  looking  back  from  time  to  time,  and 
waving  her  hand  joyously.  So  we  went  on,  returning 
on  our  course  at  a  speed  almost  as  great  as  that  with 
which  we  had  come.  By  this  time  the  novelty  had  in 
part  worn  away,  and  the  easy  motion  gave  me  confidence. 
I  noticed  that  we  were  travelling  a  wild,  uninhabited,  and 
rocky  district  by  the  sea-side.  Before  me  the  country 
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spread  far  away,  interspersed  with  groves,  terminating 
in  forests,  and  bounded  in  the  far  distance  by  mountains. 
The  country  here  was  so  rough  that  it  seemed  as  if 
nothing  could  pass  over  it  except  such  creatures  as  these 
— the  opmaheras. 

At  length  we  arrived  at  the  spot  which  we  had  left — 
the  scene  of  the  hunt.  We  could  see  it  from  afar,  for 
the  opmaheras  stood  quietly  around,  and  the  men  were 
busy  elsewhere.  As  we  drew  nearer  I  saw  the  vast 
body  of  the  monster.  They  had  succeeded  in  killing  it, 
yet — oh  heavens,  at  what  a  cost !  One  half  of  all  the 
party  lay  dead.  The  rest  were  unharmed,  and  among 
these  was  the  Kohen.  He  greeted  me  with  a  melan¬ 
choly  smile.  That  melancholy  smile,  however,  was  not 
caused  by  the  sad  fate  of  his  brave  companions,  but,  as 
I  afterwards  learned,  simply  and  solely  because  he  him¬ 
self  had  not  gained  his  death.  When  I  saw  that  there 
were  no  wounded,  a  dark  suspicion  came  over  me  that 
the  wounded  had  again  been  put  to  death.  I  did  not 
care  to  ask.  The  truth  was  too  terrible  to  hear,  and 
I  felt  glad  that  accident  had  drawn  me  away.  It 
was  all  a  dark  and  dreadful  mystery.  These  people 
were  the  most  gentle,  the  most  self-sacrificing,  and  the 
most  generous  in  the  world  ;  yet  their  strange  and  un¬ 
natural  love  of  death  made  them  capable  of  endless 
atrocities.  Life  and  light  seemed  to  them  as  actual 
evils,  and  death  and  darkness  the  only  things  worthy 
of  regard. 

Almah  told  me  that  they  were  going  to  bring  the 
monster  home,  and  had  sent  for  opkuks  to  drag  it  along. 
The  dead  were  also  to  be  fetched  back.  There  was  no 
further  necessity  for  us  to  remain,  and  so  we  returned 
at  once. 

On  the  way,  Almah  said,  “  Do  not  use  the  sepet-ram 
again.  You  can  do  no  good  with  it.  You  must  not 
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make  it  common.  Keep  it.  Tbe  time  may  come  wlien 
you  will  need  it :  you  are  not  fond  of  death.” 

I  shuddered. 

“Never  forget,”  she  said,  “that  here  death  is  consid¬ 
ered  the  chief  blessing.  It  is  useless  for  you  to  interfere 
in  their  ways.  You  cannot  change  them.” 

Some  mor ejoms  passed.  The  bodies  were  embalmed, 
and  Almah  had  more  victims  to  crown  with  garlands  in 
the  horrible  cheder  nebilin. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  BALEFUL  SACRIFICE. 

I  resolved  to  go  on  no  more  sacred  hunts.  I  was 
sickened  at  the  horrible  cruelty,  the  needless  slaughter, 
the  mad  self-sacrifice  which  distinguished  them.  I  was 
overwhelmed  with  horror  at  the  merciless  destruction 
of  brave  comrades,  whose  wounds,  so  gallantly  received, 
should  have  been  enough  to  inspire  pity  even  in  a  heart 
of  stone.  The  gentleness,  the  incessant  kindness,  the 
matchless  generosity  of  these  people  seemed  all  a  mock¬ 
ery.  What  availed  it  all  when  the  same  hand  that 
heaped  favors  upon  me,  the  guest,  could  deal  death  with¬ 
out  compunction  upon  friends  and  relatives  ?  It  seemed 
quite  possible  for  the  Kohen  to  kill  his  own  child,  or 
cut  the  throat  of  his  wife,  if  the  humor  seized  him.  And 
how  long  could  I  hope  to  be  spared  among  a  people  who 
had  this  insane  thirst  for  blood  ? 

Some  more  joms  had  passed,  and  the  light  season  had 
almost  ended.  The  sun  had  been  sinking  lower  and 
lower.  The  time  had  at  last  come  when  only  a  portion 
of  his  disk  would  be  visible  for  a  little  while  above  the 
hills,  and  then  he  would  be  seen  no  more  for  six  months 
of  our  time.  This  was  the  dark  season,  and,  as  I  had 
already  learned,  its  advent  was  always  hailed  with  joy 
and  celebrated  with  solemn  services,  for  the  dark  sea¬ 
son  freed  them  from  their  long  confinement,  permitted 
them  to  go  abroad,  to  travel  by  sea  and  land,  to  carry 
on  their  great  works,  to  indulge  in  all  their  most  impor¬ 
tant  labors  and  favorite  amusements.  The  Kohen  asked 
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me  to  be  present  at  the  great  festival,  and  I  gladly  con¬ 
sented.  There  seemed  to  be  nothing  in  this  that  could 
be  repellent.  As  I  was  anxious  to  witness  some  of 
their  purely  religious  ceremonies,  I  wished  to  go.  When 
I  told  Almah,  she  looked  sad,  but  said  nothing.  I  won¬ 
dered  at  this,  and  asked  her  if  she  was  going.  She  in¬ 
formed  me  that  she  would  have  to  go,  whereupon  I  as¬ 
sured  her  that  this  was  an  additional  reason  why  I 
should  go. 

I  went  with  Almah.  The  Kohen  attended  us  with  his 
usual  kind  and  gracious  consideration.  It  seemed  almost 
as  though  he  was  our  servant.  He  took  us  to  a  place 
where  we  could  be  seated,  although  all  the  others  were 
standing.  Almah  wished  to  refuse,  but  I  prevailed  upon 
her  to  sit  down,  and  she  did  so. 

The  scene  was  upon  the  semicircular  terrace  in  front 
of  the  cavern,  and  we  were  seated  upon  a  stone  platform 
beside  the  chief  portal.  A  vast  crowd  was  gathered  in 
front.  Before  us  arose  the  half -pyramid  of  which  I  have 
already  spoken.  The  light  was  faint.  It  came  from  the 
disk  of  the  sun,  which  was  partly  visible  over  the  icy 
crest  of  the  distant  mountains.  Far  away  the  sea  was 
visible,  rising  high  over  the  tops  of  the  trees,  while  over¬ 
head  the  brighter  stars  were  plainly  discernible. 

The  Kohen  ascended  the  pyramid,  and  others  followed. 
At  the  base  there  was  a  crowd  of  men,  with  emaciated 
forms  and  faces,  and  coarse,  squalid  attire,  who  looked 
like  the  most  abject  paupers,  and  seemed  the  lowest  in 
the  land.  As  the  Kohen  reached  the  summit  there  arose 
a  strange  sound— a  mournful,  plaintive  chant,  which 
seemed  to  be  sung  chiefly  by  the  paupers  at  the  base  of 
the  pyramid.  The  words  of  this  chant  I  could  not  make 
out,  but  the  melancholy  strain  affected  me  in  spite  of 
myself.  There  was  no  particular  tune,  and  nothing  like 
harmony;  but  the  effect  of  so  many  voices  uniting  in 
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this  strain  was  very  powerful  and  altogether  indescriba¬ 
ble.  In  the  midst  of  this  I  saw  the  crowd  parting  asun¬ 
der  so  as  to  make  way  for  something;  and  through  the 
passage  thus  formed  I  saw  a  number  of  youths  in  long 
robes,  who  advanced  to  the  pyramid,  singing  as  they 
went.  Then  they  ascended  the  steps,  two  by  two,  still 
singing,  and  at  length  reached  the  summit,  where  they 
arranged  themselves  in  order.  There  were  thirty  of 
them,  and  they  arranged  themselves  in  three  rows  of 
ten  each;  and  as  they  stood  they  never  ceased  to  sing, 
while  the  paupers  below  joined  in  the  strain. 

And  now  the  sun  was  almost  hidden,  and  there  was 
only  the  faintest  line  from  the  upper  edge  of  his  disk 
perceptible  over  the  icy  mountain-tops.  The  light  was 
a  softened  twilight  glow.  It  was  to  be  the  last  sight  of 
the  sun  for  six  months,  and  this  was  the  spectacle  upon 
which  he  threw  his  parting  beam.  So  the  sun  passed 
away,  and  then  there  came  the  beginning  of  the  long 
dark  season.  At  first,  however,  there  was  rather  twi¬ 
light  than  darkness,  and  this  twilight  continued  long. 
All  this  only  served  to  heighten  the  effect  of  this  strik¬ 
ing  scene ;  and  as  the  light  faded  away,  I  looked  with 
increasing  curiosity  upon  the  group  at  the  top  of  the 
pyramid.  Almah  was  silent.  I  half  turned,  and  said 
something  to  her  about  the  beauty  of  the  view.  She 
said  nothing,  but  looked  at  me  with  such  an  expression 
that  I  was  filled  with  amazement.  I  saw  in  her  face 
something  like  a  dreadful  anticipation — something  that 
spoke  of  coming  evil.  The  feeling  was  communicated 
to  me,  and  I  turned  my  eyes  back  to  the  group  on  the 
pyramid  with  vague  fears  in  my  soul. 

Those  fears  were  but  too  well  founded,  for  now  the 
dread  ceremony  began.  The  Kohen  drew  his  knife,  and 
placed  himself  at  the  head  of  the  stone  table.  One  of 
the  youths  came  forward,  stepped  upon  it,  and  lay  down. 
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on  liis  back  with  his  head  towards  the  Kohen.  The 
mournful  chant  still  went  on.  Then  the  Kohen  raised 
his  knife  and  plunged  it  into  the  heart  of  the  youth.  I 
sat  for  a  moment  rooted  to  the  spot;  then  a  groan  burst 
from  me  in  spite  of  myself.  Almah  caught  my  hands  in 
hers,  which  were  as  cold  as  ice. 

“  Be  firm,”  she  said,  “  or  we  are  both  lost.  Be  firm, 
Atam-or !” 

“  I  must  go,”  said  I,  and  I  tried  to  rise. 

“  Don’t  move,”  she  said,  “for  your  life  !  We  are  lost 
if  you  move.  Keep  still — restrain  yourself — shut  your 
eyes.” 

I  tried  to  do  so,  but  could  not.  There  was  a  horri¬ 
ble  fascination  about  the  scene  which  forced  me  to  look 
and  see  all.  The  Kohen  took  the  victim,  and  drawing 
it  from  the  altar,  threw  it  over  the  precipice  to  the 
ground  beneath.  Then  a  loud  shout  burst  forth  from  the 
great  crowd. 

“  Sibgu  Sibgin!  Hanenu  !  Ilodu  leeoscle  /”  which 
means,  “  Sacrifice  the  victims  !  Rejoice  !  Give  thanks 
to  darkness !” 

Then  another  of  the  youths  went  forward  amid  the 
singing,  and  laid  himself  down  to  meet  the  same  fate ; 
and  again  the  corpse  was  flung  from  the  top  of  the  pyra¬ 
mid,  and  again  the  shout  arose.  All  the  others  came 
forward  in  the  same  manner. 

Oh,  horrible,  horrible,  thrice  horrible  spectacle !  I  do 
not  remember  how  I  endured  it.  I  sat  there  with  Almah, 
trying  to  restrain  myself  as  she  had  entreated  me,  more 
for  her  sake  than  for  my  own,  a  prey  to  every  feeling 
of  horror,  anguish,  and  despair.  How  it  all  ended  I  do 
not  know,  nor  do  I  know  how  I  got  away  from  the  place; 
for  I  only  remember  coming  back  to  my  senses  in  the 
lighted  grotto,  with  Almah  bending  anxiously  over  me. 
I  After  this  there  remained  a  dark  mystery  and  an  ever- 
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present  horror.  I  found  myself  among  a  people  who 
were  at  once  the  gentlest  of  the  human  race  and  the 
most  bloodthirsty — the  kindest  and  the  most  cruel.  This 
mild,  amiable,  and  self-sacrificing  Kohen,  how  was  it 
possible  that  he  should  transform  himself  to  a  fiend  in¬ 
carnate?  And  for  me  and  for  Almah,  what  possible 
hope  could  there  be?  What  fate  might  they  have  in 
reserve  for  us?  Of  what  avail  was  all  this  profound 
respect,  this  incessant  desire  to  please,  this  attention  to 
our  slightest  wish,  this  comfort  and  luxury  and  splendor, 
this  freedom  of  speech  and  action?  Was  it  anything 
better  than  a  mockery?  Might  it  not  be  the  shallow 
kindness  of  the  priest  to  the  victim  reserved  for  the 
sacrifice?  Was  it,  after  all,  in  any  degree  better  than 
the  kindness  of  the  cannibal  savages  on  those  drear  outer 
shores  who  received  us  with  such  hospitality,  but  only 
that  they  might  destroy  us  at  last?  Might  they  not  all 
belong  to  the  same  race,  dwelling  as  they  did  in  caverns, 
shunning  the  sunlight,  and  blending  kindness  with  cru¬ 
elty?  It  was  an  awful  thought ! 

Yet  I  had  one  consolation.  Almah  was  with  me,  and 
so  long  as  she  was  spared  to  me  I  could  endure  this  life. 
I  tried  for  her  sake  to  resist  the  feelings  that  were  com¬ 
ing  over  me.  I  saw  that  she  too  was  a  prey  to  ever- 
deepening  sadness.  She  felt  as  I  did,  and  this  des]3air 
of  soul  might  wreck  her  young  life  if  there  were  no  alle¬ 
viation.  And  so  I  sought  to  alleviate  her  distress  and 
to  banish  her  sadness.  The  songs  of  these  people  had 
much  impressed  me;  and  one  day,  as  I  talked  about  this 
with  Almah,  she  brought  forth  a  musical  instrument  of 
peculiar  shape,  which  was  not  unlike  a  guitar,  though 
the  shape  was  square  and  there  were  a  dozen  strings. 
Upon  this  she  played,  singing  at  the  same  time  some 
songs  of  a  plaintive  character.  An  idea  now  occurred 
to  me  to  have  an  instrument  made  according  to  my  own 
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plans,  which  should  be  nothing  less  than  a  violin.  Almah 
was  delighted  at  the  proposal,  and  at  once  found  a  very 
clever  workman,  who  under  my  direction  succeeded  in 
producing  one  which  served  my  purpose  well.  I  was  a 
good  violinist,  and  in  this  I  was  able  to  find  solace  for 
myself  and  for  Almah  for  many  a  long  hour. 

The  first  time  that  I  played  was  memorable.  As  the 
tones  floated  through  the  air  they  caught  the  ears  of 
those  outside,  and  soon  great  numbers  came  into  the 
apartment,  listening  in  amazement  and  in  rapt  attention. 
Even  the  painful  light  was  disregarded  in  the  pleasure 
of  this  most  novel  sensation,  and  I  perceived  that  if  the 
sense  of  sight  was  deficient  among  them,  that  of  hearing 
was  sufficiently  acute.  I  played  many  times,  and  some¬ 
times  sang  from  among  the  songs  of  different  nations; 
but  those  which  these  people  liked  best  were  the  Irish 
and  Scottish  melodies — those  matchless  strains  created 
by  the  genius  of  the  Celtic  race,  and  handed  down  from 
immemorial  ages  through  long  generations.  In  these 
there  was  nothing  artificial,  nothing  transient.  They 
were  the  utterance  of  the  human  heart,  and  in  them 
there  was  that  touch  of  nature  which  makes  all  men  kin. 
These  were  the  immortal  passions  which  shall  never 
cease  to  affect  the  soul  of  man,  and  which  had  power 
even  here  ;  the  strains  of  love,  of  sadness,  and  of  pathos 
were  sweet  and  enticing  to  this  gentle  race;  for  in  their 
mild  manners  and  their  outbursts  of  cruelty  they  seemed 
to  be  not  unlike  the  very  race  which  had  created  this 
music,  since  the  Celt  is  at  once  gentle  and  bloodthirsty. 

I  played  “  Tara,”  “  Bonnie  Doon,”  “  The  Last  Bose 
of  Summer,”  “The  Land  of  the  Leal,”  “Auld  Lang 
Syne,”  “  Lochaber.”  They  stood  entranced,  listening 
with  all  their  souls.  They  seemed  to  hunger  and  thirst 
after  this  music,  and  the  strains  of  the  inspired  Celtic 
race  seemed  to  come  to  them  like  the  revelation  of  the 
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glory  of  heaven.  Then  I  played  more  lively  airs.  Some 
I  played  a  second  time,  singing  the  words.  They  seemed 
eager  to  have  the  same  one  played  often.  At  last  a 
grisly  thought  came  to  me:  it  was  that  they  would  learn 
these  sweet  strains,  and  put  their  own  words  to  them 
so  as  to  use  them  at  the  awful  sacrifices.  After  that  I 
would  play  no  more. 

It  is  a  land  of  tender  love  and  remorseless  cruelty. 
Music  is  all-powerful  to  awaken  the  one,  but  powerless 
to  abate  the  other;  and  the  eyes  that  weep  over  the 
pathetic  strains  of  “  Lochaber  ”  can  gaze  without  a  tear 
upon  the  death-agonies  of  a  slaughtered  friend. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE  AWFUL  “  MISTA  K0SEK.” 

The  terrible  sacrifice  marked  the  end  of  the  light  sea¬ 
son.  The  dark  season  had  now  begun,  which  would  last 
for  half  the  coming  year.  No  more  sunlight  would  now 
be  visible,  save  at  first  for  a  few  joms,  when  at  certain 
times  the  glare  would  be  seen  shooting  up  above  the  icy 
crests  of  the  mountains.  Now  the  people  all  moved  out 
of  the  caverns  into  the  stone  houses  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  terraces,  and  the  busy  throng  transferred  them¬ 
selves  and  their  occupations  to  the  open  air.  This  with 
them  was  the  season  of  activity,  when  all  their  most  im¬ 
portant  affairs  were  undertaken  and  carried  out ;  the 
season,  too,  of  enjoyment,  when  all  the  chief  sports  and 
festivals  took  place.  Then  the  outer  world  all  awoke 
to  life  ;  the  streets  were  thronged,  fleets  of  galleys  came 
forth  from  their  moorings,  and  the  sounds  of  labor  and 
of  pleasure,  of  toil  and  revelry,  arose  into  the  darkened 
skies.  Then  the  city  was  a  city  of  the  living,  no  longer 
silent,  but  full  of  bustle,  and  the  caverns  were  frequented 
but  little.  This  cavern  life  was  only  tolerable  during 
the  light  season,  when  the  sun-glare  was  over  the  land  ; 
but  now,  when  the  beneficent  and  grateful  darkness  per¬ 
vaded  all  things,  the  outer  world  was  infinitely  more 
agreeable. 

To  me,  however,  the  arrival  of  the  dark  season  brought 
only  additional  gloom.  I  could  not  get  rid  of  the  thought 
that  I  was  reserved  for  some  horrible  fate,  in  which  Al- 
mah  might  also  be  involved.  We  were  both  aliens  here, 
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in  a  nation  of  kind-hearted  and  amiable  miscreants — of 
generous,  refined,  and  most  self-denying  fiends  ;  of  men 
who  were  highly  civilized,  yet  utterly  wrong-headed  and 
irreclaimable  in  their  bloodthirsty  cruelty.  The  stain 
of  blood-guiltiness  was  over  all  the  land.  What  was  I, 
that  I  could  hope  to  be  spared?  The  hope  was  mad¬ 
ness,  and  I  did  not  pretend  to  indulge  it. 

The  only  consolation  was  Almah.  The  manners  of 
these  people  were  such  that  we  were  still  left  as  uncon¬ 
strained  as  ever  in  our  movements,  and  always,  wherever 
we  went,  we  encountered  nothing  but  amiable  smiles 
and  courteous  offices.  Every  one  was  always  eager  to 
do  anything  for  us — to  give,  to  go,  to  act,  to  speak,  as 
though  we  were  the  most  honored  of  guests,  the  pride 
of  the  city.  The  Kohen  wms  untiring  in  his  efforts  to 
please.  He  was  in  the  habit  of  making  presents  every 
time  he  came  to  see  me,  and  on  each  occasion  the  pres¬ 
ent  was  of  a  different  kind ;  at  one  time  it  was  a  new 
robe  of  curiously  wrought  feathers,  at  another  some 
beautiful  gem,  at  another  some  rare  fruit.  He  also  made 
incessant  efforts  to  render  my  situation  pleasant,  and 
was  delighted  at  my  rapid  progress  in  acquiring  the  lan¬ 
guage. 

On  the  join  following  the  sacrifice  I  accompanied  Al¬ 
mah  as  she  went  to  her  daily  task,  and  after  it  was  over 
I  asked  when  the  new  victims  would  be  placed  here. 
“How  long  does  it  take  to  embalm  them?”  I  added. 

Almah  looked  at  me  earnestly. 

“  They  will  not  bring  them  here  ;  they  will  not  em¬ 
balm  them,”  said  she. 

“Why  not?”  I  asked;  “what  will  they  do  with 
them  ?” 

“  Do  not  ask,”  said  she.  “  It  will  pain  you  to  know.” 

In  spite  of  repeated  solicitation  she  refused  to  give 
me  any  satisfaction.  I  felt  deeply  moved  at  her  words 
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and  her  looks.  What  was  it,  I  wondered,  that  could 
give  me  pain?  or  what  could  there  still  be  that  could 
excite  fear  in  me,  who  had  learned  and  seen  so  much  ? 
I  could  not  imagine.  It  was  evidently  some  disposal  of 
the  bodies  of  the  victims — that  was  plain.  Turning  this 
over  in  my  mind,  with  vague  conjectures  as  to  Aimak’s 
meaning,  I  left  her  and  walked  along  the  terrace  until 
I  came  to  the  next  cavern.  This  had  never  been  open 
before,  and  I  now  entered  through  curiosity  to  see  what 
it  might  be.  I  saw  a  vast  cavern,  quite  as  large  as  the 
cheder  nebilin ,  full  of  people,  who  seemed  to  be  engaged 
in  decorating  it.  Hundreds  were  at  work,  and  they  had 
brought  immense  tree-ferns,  which  were  placed  on  either 
side  in  long  rows,  with  their  branches  meeting  and  inter¬ 
lacing  at  the  top.  It  looked  like  the  interior  of  some 
great  Gothic  cathedral  at  night,  and  the  few  twinkling 
lights  that  were  scattered  here  and  there  made  the  shad¬ 
owy  outline  just  visible  to  me. 

I  asked  one  of  the  bystanders  what  this  might  be,  and 
he  told  me  that  it  was  the  Mista  Kosek ,  which  means 
the  “  Feast  of  Darkness,”  from  which  I  gathered  that 
they  were  about  to  celebrate  the  advent  of  the  dark  sea¬ 
son  with  a  feast.  From  what  I  knew  of  their  character 
this  seemed  quite  intelligible,  and  there  was  much  beauty 
and  taste  in  the  arrangements.  All  were  industrious 
and  orderly,  and  each  one  seemed  most  eager  to  assist 
his  neighbor.  Indeed,  there  seemed  to  be  a  friendly 
rivalry  in  this  which  at  times  amounted  to  positive  vio¬ 
lence  ;  for  more  than  once  when  a  man  was  seen  carry¬ 
ing  too  large  a  burden,  some  one  else  would  insist  on 
taking  it  from  him.  At  first  these  altercations  seemed 
exactly  like  the  quarrels  of  workmen  at  home,  but  a 
closer  inspection  showed  that  it  was  merely  the  persist¬ 
ent  effort  of  one  to  help  another. 

I  learned  that  the  feast  was  to  take  place  as  soon  as 
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the  hall  was  decorated,  and  that  it  would  be  attended 
by  a  great  multitude.  I  felt  a  great  interest  in  it.  There 
seemed  something  of  poetic  beauty  in  this  mode  of  wel¬ 
coming  the  advent  of  a  welcome  season,  and  it  served 
to  mitigate  the  horrible  remembrance  of  that  other  cele- 
bration,  upon  which  I  could  not  think  without  a  shud¬ 
der.  I  thought  that  it  would  be  pleasant  to  join  with 
them  here,  and  resolved  to  ask  Almah  to  come  with  me, 
so  that  she  might  explain  the  meaning  of  the  ceremo¬ 
nies.  Full  of  this  thought,  I  went  to  her  and  told  her 
my  wish.  She  looked  at  me  with  a  face  full  of  amaze¬ 
ment  and  misery.  In  great  surprise  I  questioned  her 
eagerly. 

“Ask  me  nothing,”  said  she.  “I  will  answer  noth¬ 
ing  ;  but  do  not  think  of  it.  Do  not  go  near  it.  Stay 
in  your  room  till  the  fearful  repast  is  over.” 

“Fearful?  How  is  it  fearful?”  I  asked. 

“  Everything  here  is  fearful,”  said  Almah,  with  a 
sigh.  “  Every  season  it  grows  worse,  and  I  shall  grow 
at  length  to  hate  life  and  love  death  as  these  people  do. 
They  can  never  understand  us,  and  we  can  never  under¬ 
stand  them.  Oh,  if  I  could  but  once  more  stand  in  my 
own  dear  native  land  but  for  one  moment — to  see  once 
more  the  scenes  and  the  faces  that  I  love  so  well !  Oh, 
how  different  is  this  land  from  mine  !  Here  all  is  dark, 
all  is  terrible.  There  the  people  love  the  light  and  re¬ 
joice  in  the  glorious  sun,  and  when  the  dark  season 
comes  they  wait,  and  have  no  other  desire  than  for  the 
long  day.  There  we  live  under  the  sky,  in  the  eye  of 
the  sun.  We  build  our  houses,  and  when  the  dark  sea¬ 
son  comes  we  fill  them  with  lamps  that  make  a  blaze 
like  the  sun  itself.” 

“We  must  try  to  escape,”  I  said,  in  a  low  voice. 

“Escape!”  said  she.  “That  is  easy  enough.  We 
might  go  now  ;  but  where  ?” 
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“  Back,”  said  I,  “  to  your  own  country.  See,  the  sky 
is  dotted  with  stars  :  I  can  find  my  way  by  them.” 

“  Yes,”  said  she,  “if  I  could  only  tell  you  where  to 
go  ;  but  I  cannot.  My  country  lies  somewhere  over  the 
sea,  but  where,  I  know  not.  Over  the  sea  there  are 
many  lands,  and  we  might  reach  some  one  even  worse 
than  this.” 

“Perhaps,”  said  I,  “the  Kohen  might  allow  us  to  go 
away  to  your  country,  and  send  us  there.  He  is  most 
generous  and  most  amiable.  He  seems  to  spend  most 
of  his  time  in  efforts  to  make  us  happy.  There  must 
be  many  seamen  in  this  nation  who  know  the  way.  It 
would  be  worth  trying.” 

Almah  shook  her  head.  “You  do  not  understand 
these  people,”  said  she.  “Their  ruling  passion  is  the 
hatred  of  self,  and  therefore  they  are  eager  to  confer 
benefits  on  others.  The  only  hope  of  life  that  I  have 
for  you  and  for  myself  is  in  this,  that  if  they  kill  us  they 
will  lose  their  most  agreeable  occupation.  They  value 
us  most  highly,  because  we  take  everything  that  is  given 
us.  You  and  I  now  possess  as  our  own  property  all  this 
city  and  all  its  buildings,  and  all  the  people  have  made 
themselves  our  slaves.” 

At  this  I  was  utterly  bewildered. 

“  I  don’t  understand,”  said  I. 

“I  suppose  not,”  said  Almah  ;  “but  you  will  under¬ 
stand  better  after  you  have  been  here  longer.  At  any 
rate,  you  can  see  for  yourself  that  the  ruling  passion  here 
is  self-denial  and  the  good  of  others.  Every  one  is  in¬ 
tent  upon  this,  from  the  Kohen  up  to  the  most  squalid 
pauper.” 

“  Up  to  the  most  squalid  pauper?”  said  I.  “I  do  not 
understand  you.  You  mean  down  to  the  most  squalid 
pauper.” 

“No,”  said  Almah;  “I  mean  what  I  say.  In  this 
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country  tlie  paupers  form  the  most  honored  and  envied 
class.” 

“  This  is  beyond  my  comprehension,”  said  I.  “  But 
if  this  is  really  so,  and  if  these  people  pretend  to  be  our 
slaves,  why  may  we  not  order  out  a  galley  and  go  ?” 

“  Oh,  well,  with  you  in  your  land,  if  a  master  were  to 
order  his  slaves  to  cut  his  throat  and  poison  his  children 
and  burn  down  his  house,  would  the  slaves  obey  ?” 

“  Certainly  not.” 

“  Well,  our  slaves  here  would  not — in  fact  could  not 
— obey  a  command  that  would  be  shocking  to  their 
natures.  They  think  that  we  are  in  the  best  of  all  lands, 
and  my  request  to  be  sent  home  would  be  utterly  mon¬ 
strous.” 

“I  suppose,”  said  I,  “they  would  kill  us  if  we  asked 
them  to  do  so?” 

“Yes,”  said  Almah;  “for  they  think  death  the  great¬ 
est  blessing.” 

“And  if  at  the  point  of  death  we  should  beg  for  life, 
would  they  spare  us  ?” 

“Certainly  not,”  said  Almah.  “Would  you  kill  a 
man  who  asked  for  death?  ISTo  more  would  these  peo¬ 
ple  spare  a  man  who  asked  for  life.” 

All  this  was  so  utterly  incomprehensible  that  I  could 
pursue  the  subject  no  further.  I  saw,  however,  that 
Almah  was  wretched,  dejected,  and  Suffering  greatly 
from  homesickness.  Gladly  would  I  have  taken  her 
and  started  off  on  a  desperate  flight  by  sea  or  land — 
gladly  would  I  have  dared  every  peril,  although  I  well 
knew  what  tremendous  perils  there  were  ;  but  she  would 
not  consent,  and  believed  the  attempt  to  be  useless.  I 
could  only  wait,  therefore,  and  indulge  the  hope  that  at 
last  a  chance  of  escape  might  one  day  come,  of  which 
she  would  be  willing  to  avail  herself. 

Almah  utterly  refused  to  go  to  the  feast,  and  entreated 
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me  not  to  go  ;  but  this  only  served  to  increase  my  curi¬ 
osity,  and  I  determined  to  see  it  for  myself,  whatever 
it  was.  She  had  seen  it,  and  why  should  not  I  ?  What¬ 
ever  it  might  be,  my  nerves  could  surely  stand  the  shock 
as  well  as  hers.  Besides,  I  was  anxious  to  know  the  very 
worst ;  and  if  there  was  anything  that  could  surpass  in 
atrocity  what  I  had  already  witnessed,  it  were  better 
that  I  should  not  remain  in  ignorance  of  it. 

So  at  length,  leaving  Almah,  I  returned  to  the  hall  of 
the  feast.  I  found  there  a  vast  multitude,  which  seemed 
to  comprise  the  whole  city — men,  women,  children,  all 
were  there.  Long  tables  were  laid  out.  The  people 
were  all  standing  and  waiting.  A  choir  was  singing 
plaintive  strains  that  sounded  like  the  chant  of  the  sac¬ 
rifice.  Those  nearest  me  regarded  me  with  their  usual 
amiable  smiles,  and  wished  to  conduct  me  to  some  place 
of  honor;  but  I  did  not  care  about  taking  a  part  in  this 
feast.  I  wished  to  be  a  mere  spectator,  nothing  more. 

I  walked  past  and  came  to  the  next  cavern.  This 
seemed  to  be  quite  as  large  as  the  other.  There  was  a 
crowd  of  people  here  also,  and  at  one  end  there  blazed 
an  enormous  fire.  It  was  a  furnace  that  seemed  to  be 
used  for  cooking  the  food  of  this  banquet,  and  there  was 
a  thick  steam  rising  from  an  immense  caldron,  while 
the  air  was  filled  with  an  odor  like  that  of  a  kitchen. 

All  this  I  took  in  at  a  glance,  and  at  the  same  instant 
I  saw  something  else.  There  were  several  very  long 
tables,  which  stood  at  the  sides  of  the  cavern  and  in  the 
middle,  and  upon  each  of  these  I  saw  lying  certain  things 
covered  over  with  cloths.  The  shape  of  these  was  more 
than  suggestive — it  told  me  all.  It  was  a  sight  of  hor¬ 
ror — awful,  tremendous,  unspeakable !  For  a  moment 
I  stood  motionless,  staring  ;  then  all  the  cavern  seemed 
to  swim  around  me.  I  reeled,  I  fell,  and  sank  into  noth¬ 
ingness. 


FOR  A  MOMENT  I  STOOD  MOTIONLESS,  STARING;  THEN  ALL  THE  CAVERN  SEEMED  TO  SWIM  AROUND  ME. 
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When  I  revived  I  was  in  the  lighted  grotto,  lying  on 
a  couch,  with  Almah  bending  over  me.  Her  face  was 
full  of  tenderest  anxiety,  yet  there  was  also  apparent  a 
certain  solemn  gloom  that  well  accorded  with  my  own 
feelings.  As  I  looked  at  her  she  drew  a  long  breath, 
and  buried  her  face  in  her  hands. 

After  a  time  my  recollection  returned,  and  all  came 
back  before  me.  I  rose  to  a  sitting  posture. 

“  Do  not  rise  yet,”  said  Almah,  anxiously  ;  “  you  are 
weak.” 

“  No,”  said  I ;  “  I  am  as  strong  as  ever ;  but  I’m 
afraid  that  you  are  weaker.” 

Almah  shuddered. 

“  If  you  had  told  me  exactly  what  it  was,”  said  I,  “  I 
would  not  have  gone.” 

“  I  could  not  tell  you,”  said  she.  “  It  is  too  terrible 
to  name.  Even  the  thought  is  intolerable.  I  told  you 
not  to  go.  Why  did  you  go  ?” 

She  spoke  in  accents  of  tender  reproach,  and  there 
were  tears  in  her  eyes. 

“  I  did  not  think  of  anything  so  hideous  as  that,”  said 
I.  “  I  thought  that  there  might  be  a  sacrifice,  but  noth¬ 
ing  worse.” 

I  now  learned  that  when  I  fainted  I  had  been  raised 
most  tenderly,  and  the  Kohen  himself  came  with  me  as 
I  was  carried  back,  and  he  thought  that  Almah  would 
be  my  most  agreeable  nurse.  The  Kohen  was  most  kind 
and  sympathetic,  and  all  the  people  vied  with  one  another 
in  their  efforts  to  assist  me — so  much  so  that  there  was 
the  greatest  confusion.  It  was  only  by  Almah’s  express 
entreaty  that  they  retired  and  left  me  with  her. 

Here  was  a  new  phase  in  the  character  of  this  mys¬ 
terious  people.  Could  I  ever  hope  to  understand  them? 
Where  other  people  are  cruel  to  strangers,  or  at  best 
indifferent,  these  are  eager  in  their  acts  of  kindness ; 
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they  exhibit  the  most  unbounded  hospitality,  the  most 
lavish  generosity,  the  most  self-denying  care  and  atten¬ 
tion  ;  where  others  would  be  offended  at  the  intrusion 
of  a  stranger,  and  enraged  at  his  unconquerable  disgust, 
these  people  had  no  feeling  save  pity,  sympathy,  and  a 
desire  to  alleviate  his  distress.  And  yet — oh,  and  yet ! — 
oh,  thought  of  horror  ! — what  was  this  that  I  had  seen  ? 
The  abhorrent  savages  in  the  outer  wilderness  were 
surely  of  the  same  race  as  these.  They  too  received  us 
kindly,  they  too  lavished  upon  us  their  hospitality,  and 
yet  there  followed  the  horror  of  that  frightful  repast. 
Here  there  had  been  kindness  and  generosity  and  affec¬ 
tionate  attention,  to  be  succeeded  by  deeds  without  a 
name.  Ah  me  !  what  an  hour  that  was !  And  yet  it 
was  as  nothing  compared  to  what  lay  before  me  in  the 
future. 

But  the  subject  was  one  of  which  I  dared  not  speak 
— one  from  which  I  had  to  force  my  thoughts  away. 
I  took  the  violin  and  played  “  Lochaber  ”  till  Almah 
wept,  and  I  had  to  put  it  away.  Then  I  begged  her 
to  play  or  sing.  She  brought  an  instrument  like  a  lute, 
and  upon  this  she  played  some  melancholy  strains. 

At  length  the  Kohen  came  in.  His  mild,  benevolent 
face  never  exhibited  more  gentle  and  affectionate  sym¬ 
pathy  than  now.  He  seated  himself,  and  with  eyes  half 
closed,  as  usual,  talked  much ;  and  yet,  with  a  native 
delicacy  which  always  distinguished  this  extraordinary 
man,  he  made  no  allusion  to  the  awful  Mista  Jtvosek. 
For  my  own  part,  I  could  not  speak.  I  was  absent- 
minded,  overwhelmed  with  gloom  and  despair,  and  at 
the  same  time  full  of  aversion  towards  him  and  all  his 
race.  One  question,  however,  I  had  to  put. 

“Who  were  the  victims  of  the  Mista  Koseh 

“  They  ?”  said  he,  with  an  agreeable  smile.  "  Oh,  they 
were  the  victims  of  the  sacrifice.” 


Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 


127 


I  sank  back  in  my  seat,  and  said  no  more.  The  Koken 
then  took  Almah’s  lute,  played  and  sang  in  a  very  sweet 
voice,  and  at  length,  with  his  usual  gentle  consideration, 
seeing  that  I  looked  weary,  he  retired. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

I  LEAEN  MY  DOOM. 

Horror  is  a  feeling  that  cannot  last  long ;  human 
nature  is  incapable  of  supporting  it.  Sadness,  whether 
from  bereavement,  or  disappointment,  or  misfortune  of 
any  kind,  may  linger  on  through  life.  In  my  case,  how¬ 
ever,  the  milder  and  more  enduring  feeling  of  sadness 
had  no  sufficient  cause  for  existence.  The  sights  which 
I  had  seen  inspired  horror,  and  horror  only.  But  when 
the  first  rush  of  this  feeling  had  passed  there  came  a 
reaction.  Calmness  followed,  and  then  all  the  circum¬ 
stances  of  my  life  here  conspired  to  perpetuate  that 
calm.  For  here  all  on  the  surface  was  pleasant  and  beau¬ 
tiful  ;  all  the  people  were  amiable  and  courteous  and 
most  generous.  I  had  light  and  luxury  and  amusements. 
Around  me  there  were  thousands  of  faces,  all  greeting 
me  with  cordial  affection,  and  thousands  of  hands  all 
ready  to  perform  my  slightest  wish.  Above  all,  there 
was  Almah.  Everything  combined  to  make  her  most 
dear  to  me.  My  life  had  been  such  that  I  never  before 
had  seen  any  one  whom  I  loved  ;  and  here  Almah  was 
the  one  congenial  associate  in  a  whole  world  of  aliens  : 
she  was  beautiful  and  gentle  and  sympathetic,  and  I 
loved  her  dearly,  even  before  I  understood  what  my 
feelings  were.  One  day  I  learned  all,  and  found  that 
she  was  more  precious  to  me  than  all  the  world. 

It  was  one  jom  when  she  did  not  make  her  appear¬ 
ance  as  usual.  On  asking  after  her  I  learned  that  she 
was  ill.  At  this  intelligence  there  came  over  me  a  feel- 
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ing  of  sickening  anxiety  and  fear.  Almah  ill !  What 
if  it  should  prove  serious  ?  Could  I  endure  life  here 
without  her  sweet  companionship  ?  Of  what  value  was 
life  without  her?  And  as  I  asked  myself  these  ques¬ 
tions  I  learned  that  Almah  had  become  dearer  to  me 
than  life  itself,  and  that  in  her  was  all  the  sunshine  of 
my  existence.  While  she  was  absent,  life  was  nothing  ; 
all  its  value,  all  its  light,  its  flavor,  its  beauty,  were 
gone.  I  felt  utterly  crushed.  I  forgot  all  else  save 
her  illness,  and  all  that  I  had  endured  seemed  as  noth¬ 
ing  when  compared  with  this. 

In  the  midst  of  my  own  anxiety  I  was  surprised  to 
find  that  the  whole  community  was  most  profoundly  agi¬ 
tated.  Among  all  classes  there  seemed  to  be  but  one 
thought — her  illness.  I  could  overhear  them  talking. 
I  could  see  them  wait  outside  to  hear  about  her.  It 
seemed  to  be  the  one  subject  of  interest,  beside  which 
all  others  were  forgotten.  The  Kohen  was  absorbed  in 
her  case  ;  all  the  physicians  of  the  city  were  more  or 
less  engaged  in  her  behalf  ;  and  there  came  forward  as 
volunteers  every  woman  in  the  place  who  had  any  knowl¬ 
edge  of  sick- duties.  I  was  somewhat  perplexed,  how¬ 
ever,  at  their  manner.  They  were  certainly  agitated 
and  intensely  interested,  yet  not  exactly  sad.  Indeed, 
from  what  I  heard  it  seemed  as  though  this  strange 
people  regarded  sickness  as  rather  a  blessing  than  oth¬ 
erwise.  This,  however,  did  not  interfere  in  the  slightest 
degree  with  the  most  intense  interest  in  her,  and  the 
most  assiduous  attention.  The  Kohen  in  particular  was 
devoted  to  her.  He  was  absent-minded,  silent,  and  full 
of  care.  On  the  whole,  I  felt  more  than  ever  puzzled, 
and  less  able  than  ever  to  understand  these  people.  I 
loved  them,  yet  loathed  them  ;  for  the  Kohen  I  had  at 
once  affection  and  horror.  He  looked  like  an  anxious 
father,  full  of  tenderest  love  for  a  sick  child — full  also 
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of  delicate  sympathy  with  me  ;  and  yet  I  knew  all  the 
time  that  he  was  quite  capable  of  plunging  the  sacrificial 
knife  in  Almah’s  heart  and  of  eating  her  afterwards. 

But  my  own  thoughts  were  all  of  Almah.  I  learned 
how  dear  she  was.  With  her  the  brightness  of  life  had 
passed  ;  without  her  existence  would  be  intolerable.  Her 
sweet  voice,  her  tender  and  gracious  manner,  her  soft 
touch,  her  tender,  affectionate  smile,  her  mournful  yet 
trustful  look — oh,  heavens  !  would  all  these  be  mine  no 
more  ?  I  could  not  endure  the  thought.  At  first  I  wan¬ 
dered  about,  seeking  rest  and  finding  none  ;  and  at  length 
I  sat  in  my  own  room,  and  passed  the  time  in  listen¬ 
ing,  in  questioning  the  attendants,  in  wondering  what  I 
should  do  if  she  should  be  taken  from  me. 

At  length  on  one  blessed  jom  the  Kohen  came  to  me 
with  a  bright  smile. 

“  Our  darling  Almah  is  better,”  said  he.  “  Eat,  I  be¬ 
seech  you.  She  is  very  dear  to  all  of  us,  and  we  have 
all  felt  for  her  and  for  you.  But  now  all  danger  is  past. 
The  physicians  say  that  she  will  soon  be  well.” 

There  were  tears  in  his  eyes  as  he  spoke.  It  may  have 
been  caused  by  the  bright  light,  but  I  attributed  this  to 
his  loving  heart,  and  I  forgot  that  he  was  a  cannibal. 
I  took  his  hands  in  mine  and  pressed  them  in  deep  emo¬ 
tion.  He  looked  at  me  with  a  sweet  and  gentle  smile. 

“  I  see  it  all,”  said  he,  in  a  low  voice  ;  “  you  love  her, 
Atam-or.” 

I  pressed  his  hands  harder,  but  said  nothing.  Indeed, 
I  could  not  trust  myself  to  speak. 

“I  knew  it,”  said  he;  “it  is  but  natural.  You  are 
both  of  a  different  race  from  us;  you  are  both  much 
alike,  and  in  full  sympathy  with  one  another.  This 
draws  you  together.  When  I  first  saw  you  I  thought 
that  you  would  be  a  fit  companion  for  her  here — that 
you  would  lessen  her  gloom,  and  that  she  would  be  pleas- 
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ant  to  you.  I  found  out  soon  that  I  was  right,  and  I 
felt  glad,  for  you  at  once  showed  the  fullest  sympathy 
with  one  another.  Never  till  you  came  was  Almali  hap¬ 
py  with  us;  hut  since  you  have  come  she  has  been  a 
different  being,  and  there  has  been  a  joyousness  in  her 
manner  that  I  never  saw  before.  You  have  made  her 
forget  how  to  weep  ;  ancl  as  for  yourself,  I  hope  she  has 
made  your  life  in  this  strange  land  seem  less  painful, 
Atam-or.” 

At  all  this  I  was  so  full  of  amazement  that  I  could 
not  say  one  word. 

“  Pardon  me,”  continued  he,  “  if  I  have  said  anything 
that  may  seem  like  an  intrusion  upon  your  secret  and 
most  sacred  feelings.  I  could  not  have  said  it  had  it 
not  been  for  the  deep  affection  I  feel  for  Almah  and  for 
you,  and  for  the  reason  that  I  am  just  now  more  moved 
than  usual,  and  have  less  control  over  my  feelings.” 

Saying  this,  he  pressed  my  hand  and  left  me.  It  was 
not  the  custom  here  to  shake  hands,  but  with  his  usual 
amiability  he  had  adopted  my  custom,  and  used  it  as 
naturally  as  though  he  had  been  to  the  manner  born. 

X  was  encouraged  now.  The  mild  Kohen  came  often 
to  cheer  me.  He  talked  much  about  Almah — about  her 
sweet  and  gracious  disposition,  the  love  that  all  felt  for 
her,  the  deep  and  intense  interest  which  her  illness  had 
aroused.  In  all  this  he  seemed  more  like  a  man  of  my 
own  race  than  before,  and  in  his  eager  desire  for  her 
recovery  he  failed  to  exhibit  that  love  for  death  which 
was  his  nature.  So  it  seemed:  yet  this  desire  for  her 
recovery  did  not  arise  out  of  any  lack  of  love  for  death; 
its  true  cause  I  was  to  learn  afterwards;  and  I  was  to 
know  that  if  he  desired  Almah’s  recovery  now,  it  was 
only  that  she  might  live  long  enough  to  encounter  death 
in  a  more  terrific  form.  But  just  then  all  this  was  un¬ 
known,  and  I  judged  him  by  myself. 
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At  last  I  learned  that  she  was  much  better,  and  would 
be  out  on  the  following  jom.  This  intelligence  filled  me 
with  a  fever  of  eager  anticipation,  so  great  that  I  could 
think  of  nothing  else.  Sleep  was  impossible.  I  could 
only  wait,  and  try  as  best  I  might  to  quell  my  impatience. 
At  last  the  time  came.  I  sat  waiting.  The  curtain  was 
drawn  aside.  I  sprang  up,  and,  hurrying  towards  her,  I 
caught  her  in  my  arms  and  wept  for  joy.  Ah  me,  how 
pale  she  looked  !  She  bore  still  the  marks  of  her  illness. 
She  seemed  deeply  embarrassed  and  agitated  at  the  fer¬ 
vor  of  my  greeting  ;  while  I,  instead  of  apologizing  or 
trying  to  excuse  myself,  only  grew  more  agitated  still. 

“  Oh,  Almah,”  I  cried,  “I  should  have  died  if  you  had 
not  come  back  to  me  !  Oh,  Almah,  I  love  you  better 
than  life,  and  I  never  knew  how  dearly  I  loved  you  till 
I  thought  that  I  had  lost  you  !  Oh,  forgive  me,  but  I 
must  tell  you — and  don’t  weep,  darling.” 

She  was  weeping  as  I  spoke.  She  said  nothing,  but 
twined  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  wept  on  my  breast. 

After  this  we  had  much  to  say  that  we  had  never  men¬ 
tioned  before.  I  cannot  tell  the  sweet  words  that  she 
said  to  me  ;  but  I  now  learned  that  she  had  loved  me 
from  the  first — when  I  came  to  her  in  her  loneliness? 
when  she  was  homesick  and  heartsick  ;  and  I  came,  a 
kindred  nature,  of  a  race  more  like  her  own  ;  and  she 
saw  in  me  the  only  one  of  all  around  her  whom  it  was 
possible  not  to  detest,  and  therefore  she  loved  me. 

AYe  had  many  things  to  say  to  one  another,  and  long 
exchanges  of  confidence  to  make.  She  now  for  the  first 
time  told  me  all  the  sorrow  that  she  had  endured  in  her 
captivity — sorrow  which  she  had  kept  silent  and  shut  up 
deep  within  her  breast.  At  first  her  life  here  had  been 
so  terrible  that  it  had  brought  her  down  nearly  to  death. 
After  this  she  had  sunk  into  dull  despair  ;  she  had  grown 
familiar  with  horrors  and  lived  in  a  state  of  unnatural 
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calm.  From  this  mj  arrival  had  roused  her.  The  dis¬ 
play  of  feeling  on  my  part  had  brought  back  all  her  old 
self,  and  roused  anew  all  those  feelings  which  in  her  had 
become  dormant.  The  darkness,  the  bloodshed,  the 
sacrifices,  all  these  affected  me  as  they  had  once  affected 
her.  I  had  the  same  fear  of  death  which  she  had. 
When  I  had  gone  with  her  to  the  cheder  nebilin ,  when 
I  had  used  my  sepet-ram  to  save  life,  she  had  perceived 
in  me  feelings  and  impulses  to  which  all  her  own  nat¬ 
ure  responded.  Finally,  when  I  asked  about  the  3Iista 
Kosek ,  she  warned  me  not  to  go.  When  I  did  go  she 
was  with  me  in  thought  and  suffered  all  that  I  felt,  un¬ 
til  the  moment  when  I  was  brought  back  and  laid  sense¬ 
less  at  her  feet. 

“Then,”  said  Almah,  “I  felt  the  full  meaning  of  all 
that  lies  before  us.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?”  I  asked,  anxiously. 
“You  speak  as  though  there  were  something  yet — worse 
than  what  has  already  been  ;  yet  nothing  can  possibly 
be  worse.  We  have  seen  the  worst ;  let  us  now  try  to 
shake  off  these  grisly  thoughts,  and  be  happy  with  one 
another.  Your  strength  will  soon  be  back,  and  while 
we  have  one  another  we  can  be  happy  even  in  this 
gloom.” 

“  Ah  me,”  said  Almah,  “  it  would  be  better  now  to 
die.  I  could  die  happy  now,  since  I  know  that  you  love 
me.” 

“  Death  !”  said  I ;  “do  not  talk  of  it — do  not  mention 
that  word.  It  is  more  abhorrent  than  ever.  No,  Almah, 
let  us  live  and  love — let  us  hope — let  us  fly.” 

“Impossible  !”  said  she,  in  a  mournful  voice.  “We 
cannot  fly.  There  is  no  hope.  We  must  face  the  fut¬ 
ure,  and  make  up  our  minds  to  bear  our  fate.” 

“  Fate  !”  I  repeated,  looking  at  her  in  wonder  and  in 
deep  concern.  “  What  do  you  mean  by  our  fate  ?  Is 
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there  anything  more  which  you  know  and  which  I  have 
not  heard  ?” 

“You  have  heard  nothing,”  said  she,  slowly;  “and 
all  that  you  have  seen  and  heard  is  as  nothing  compared 
with  what  lies  before  us.  For  you  and  for  me  there  is 
a  fate — inconceivable,  abhorrent,  tremendous  ! — a  fate 
of  which  I  dare  not  speak  or  even  think,  and  from  which 
there  is  no  escape  whatever.” 

As  Almah  said  this  she  looked  at  me  with  an  expres¬ 
sion  in  which  terror  and  anguish  were  striving  with  love. 
Her  cheeks,  which  shortly  before  had  flushed  rosy  red 
in  sweet  confusion,  were  now  pallid,  her  lips  ashen  ;  her 
eyes  were  full  of  a  wild  despair.  I  looked  at  her  in 
wonder,  and  could  not  say  a  word. 

“  Oh,  Atam-or,”  said  she,  “  I  am  afraid  of  death  !” 

“  Almah,”  said  I,  “  why  will  you  speak  of  death  ? 
What  is  this  fate  which  you  fear  so  much  ?” 

“It  is  this,”  said  she,  hurriedly  and  with  a  shudder, 
“you  and  I  are  singled  out.  I  have  been  reserved  for 
years  until  one  should  be  found  who  might  be  joined  with 
me.  You  came.  I  saw  it  all  at  once.  I  have  known  it 
— dreaded  it — tried  to  fight  against  it.  But  it  was  of  no 
use.  Oh,  Atam-or,  our  love  means  death  ;  for  the  very 
fact  that  you  love  me  and  I  love  you  seals  our  doom  !” 

“ Our  doom?  What  doom ?” 

“  The  sacrifice  !”  exclaimed  Almah,  with  another  shud¬ 
der.  In  her  voice  and  look  there  was  a  terrible  mean¬ 
ing,  which  I  could  not  fail  to  take.  I  understood  it  now, 
and  my  blood  curdled  in  my  veins.  Almah  clung  to 
me  despairingly. 

“Ho  not  leave  me!”  she  cried — “do  not  leave  me! 
I  have  no  one  but  you.  The  sacrifice,  the  sacrifice ! 
It  is  our  doom,  the  great  sacrifice — at  the  end  of  the 
dark  season.  It  is  at  the  amir.  We  must  go  there  to 
meet  our  doom.” 
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“The  amir?”  I  asked;  “what  is  that?” 

“  It  is  the  metropolis,”  said  she. 

I  was  utterly  overwhelmed,  yet  still  I  tried  to  console 
her;  but  the  attempt  was  vain. 

“  Oh  !”  she  cried,  “  you  will  not  understand.  The 
sacrifice  is  but  a  part — it  is  but  the  beginning.  Death 
is  terrible ;  yet  it  may  be  endured — if  there  is  only 
death.  But  oh  ! — oh,  think  ! — think  of  that  which  comes 
after — the  Mista  JFosgJc  /” 

Now  the  full  meaning  flashed  upon  me,  and  I  saw  it  all. 
In  an  instant  there  arose  in  my  mind  the  awful  sacrifice 
on  the  pyramid  and  the  unutterable  horror  of  the  Mista 
Kosek.  Oh,  horror,  horror,  horror  !  Oh,  hideous  abom¬ 
ination  and  deed  without  a  name  !  I  could  not  speak. 
I  caught  her  in  my  arms,  and  we  both  wept  passionately. 

The  happiness  of  our  love  was  now  darkened  by  this 
tremendous  cloud  that  lowered  before  us.  The  shock 
of  this  discovery  was  overpowering,  and  some  time 
elapsed  before  I  could  rally  from  it.  Though  Almah’s 
love  was  sweet  beyond  expression,  and  though  as  the 
time  passed  I  saw  that  every  jom  she  regained  more  and 
more  of  her  former  health  and  strength,  still  I  could 
not  forget  what  had  been  revealed.  We  were  happy 
with  one  another,  yet  our  happiness  was  clouded,  and 
amid  the  brightness  of  our  love  there  was  ever  present 
the  dread  spectre  of  our  appalling  doom. 

These  feelings,  however,  grew  fainter.  Hope  is  ever 
ready  to  arise  ;  and  I  began  to  think  that  these  people, 
though  given  to  evil  ways,  were  after  all  kind-hearted, 
and  might  listen  to  entreaty.  Above  all,  there  was  the 
Kohen,  so  benevolent,  so  self-denying,  so  amiable,  so 
sympathetic.  I  could  not  forget  all  that  he  had  said 
during  Almah’s  illness,  and  it  seemed  more  than  prob¬ 
able  that  an  appeal  to  his  better  nature  might  not  be 
without  effect.  I  said  as  much  to  Almah. 
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“The  Kohen,”  said  she;  “why,  he  can  do  nothing.” 

“  Why  not  ?  He  is  the  chief  man  here,  and  ought  to 
have  great  influence.”  * 

“  You  don’t  understand,”  said  she,  with  a  sigh.  “The 
Kohen  is  the  lowest  and  least  influential  man  in  the 
city.” 

“  Why,  who  are  influential  if  he  is  not  ?”  I  asked. 

“  The  paupers,”  said  Almah. 

“  The  paupers  !”  I  exclaimed,  in  amazement. 

“  Yes,”  said  Almah.  “  Here  among  these  people  the 
paupers  form  the  most  honored,  influential,  and  envied 
portion  of  the  community.” 

This  was  incomprehensible.  Almah  tried  to  explain, 
but  to  no  purpose,  and  I  determined  to  talk  to  the 
Kohen. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  KOHEN  IS  INEXORABLE. 

I  determined  to  talk  to  the  Kohen,  and  try  for  my¬ 
self  whether  he  might  not  ho  accessible  to  pity.  This 
greatest  of  cannibals  might,  indeed,  have  his  little  pe¬ 
culiarities,  I  thought — and  who  has  not  ? — yet  at  bottom 
he  seemed  full  of  tender  and  benevolent  feeling  ;  and 
as  he  evidently  spent  his  whole  time  in  the  endeavor  to 
make  us  happy,  it  seemed  not  unlikely  that  he  might  do 
something  for  our  happiness  in  a  case  where  our  very 
existence  was  at  stake. 

The  Kohen  listened  with  deep  attention  as  I  stated 
my  case.  I  did  this  fully  and  frankly.  I  talked  of  my 
love  for  Almah  and  of  Aimak’s  love  for  me;  our  hope 
that  we  might  be  united  so  as  to  live  happily  in  recip¬ 
rocal  affection;  and  I  was  going  on  to  speak  of  the 
dread  that  was  in  my  heart  when  he  interrupted  me  : 

“You  speak  of  being  united,”  said  he.  “You  talk 
strangely.  Of  course  you  mean  that  you  wish  to  be 
separated.” 

“  Separated  !”  I  exclaimed.  “  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Of  course  we  wish  to  be  united.” 

The  Kohen  stared  at  me  as  I  said  this  with  the  look 
of  one  who  was  quite  puzzled  ;  and  I  then  went  on  to 
speak  of  the  fate  that  was  before  us,  and  to  entreat  his 
sympathy  and  his  aid  that  we  might  be  saved  from  so 
hideous  a  doom.  To  all  these  words  the  Kohen  listened 
with  an  air  of  amazement,  as  though  I  were  saying  in¬ 
comprehensible  things. 
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“You  have  a  gentle  and  an  affectionate  nature,”  I 
said — “a  nature  full  of  sympathy  with  others,  and  no¬ 
ble  self-denial.” 

“  Of  course,”  said  the  Kohen,  quickly,  as  though  glad 
to  get  hold  of  something  which  he  could  understand, 
“  of  course  we  are  all  so,  for  we  are  so  made.  It  is  our 
nature.  Who  is  there  who  is  not  self-denying?  No 
one  can  help  that.” 

This  sounded  strange  indeed;  but  I  did  not  care  to 
criticise  it.  I  came  to  my  purpose  direct  and  said, 

“  Save  us  from  our  fate.” 

“  Your  fate  ?” 

“  Yes,  from  death — that  death  of  horror.” 

“  Death — horror  !  What  do  you  mean  by  horror  ?” 
said  the  Kohen,  in  an  amazement  that  was  sincere  and  un¬ 
feigned.  I  cannot  comprehend  your  meaning.  It  seems 
as  though  you  actually  dislike  death;  but  that  is  not  con¬ 
ceivable.  It  cannot  be  possible  that  you  fear  death.” 

“Fear  death  !”  I  exclaimed,  “I  do — I  do.  Who  is 
there  that  does  not  fear  it  ?” 

The  Kohen  stared. 

“  I  do  not  understand  you,”  he  said. 

“  Do  you  not  understand,”  said  I,  “  that  death  is  ab¬ 
horrent  to  humanity.” 

“Abhorrent!”  said  the  Kohen;  “that  is  impossible. 
Is  it  not  the  highest  blessing  ?  Who  is  there  that  does 
not  long  for  death  ?  Death  is  the  greatest  blessing,  the 
chief  desire  of  man — the  highest  aim.  And  you — are 
you  not  to  be  envied  in  having  your  felicity  so  near  ? 
above  all,  in  having  such  a  death  as  that  which  is  ap¬ 
pointed  for  you — so  noble,  so  sublime?  You  must  be 
mad;  your  happiness  has  turned  your  head.” 

All  this  seemed  like  hideous  mockery,  and  I  stared  at 
the  Kohen  with  a  gaze  that  probably  strengthened  his 
opinion  of  my  madness. 
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“  Do  you  love  death  ?”  I  asked  at  length,  in  amaze¬ 
ment. 

“  Love  death  ?  What  a  question  !  Of  course  I  love 
death — all  men  do;  who  does  not?  Is  it  not  human 
nature  ?  Do  we  not  instinctively  fly  to  meet  it  when¬ 
ever  we  can  ?  Do  we  not  rush  into  the  jaws  of  sea- 
monsters,  or  throw  ourselves  within  their  grasp  ?  Who 
does  not  feel  within  him  this  intense  longing  after  death 
as  the  strongest  passion  of  his  heart  ?” 

“I  don’t  know — I  don’t  know,”  said  I.  “  You  are  of 
a  different  race ;  I  do  not  understand  what  you  say. 
But  I  belong  to  a  race  that  fears  death.  I  fear  death 
and  love  life;  and  I  entreat  you,  I  implore  you  to  help 
me  now  in  my  distress,  and  assist  me  so  that  I  may  save 
my  life  and  that  of  Almah.” 

“  I — I  help  you  !”  said  the  Kohen,  in  new  amazement. 
“  Why  do  you  come  to  me — to  me,  of  all  men  ?  Why, 
I  am  nothing  here.  And  help  you  to  live — to  live  I 
Who  ever  heard  of  such  a  thing  ?” 

And  the  Kohen  looked  at  me  with  the  same  astonish¬ 
ment  which  I  should  evince  if  a  man  should  ask  me  to 
help  him  to  die. 

Still,  I  persisted  in  my  entreaty  for  his  help. 

“  Such  a  request,”  said  he,  “  is  revolting  ;  you  must 
be  mad.  Such  a  request  outrages  all  the  instincts  of 
humanity.  And  even  if  I  could  do  such  violence  to  my 
own  nature  as  to  help  you  to  such  a  thing,  how  do  you 
think  I  could  face  my  fellow -men,  or  how  could  I 
endure  the  terrible  punishment  which  would  fall  upon 
me  ?” 

“  Punishment !”  said  I.  “  What !  would  you  be  pun¬ 
ished  ?” 

“  Punished  !”  said  the  Kohen.  “  That,  of  course, 
would  be  inevitable.  I  should  be  esteemed  an  unnat¬ 
ural  monster  and  the  chief  of  criminals.  My  lot  in  life 
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now  is  painful  enough;  but  in  this  case  my  punishment 
would  involve  me  in  evils  without  end.  niches  would 
be  poured  upon  me;  I  should  be  raised  to  the  rank  of 
Kohen  Gadol;  I  should  be  removed  farther  away  than 
ever  from  the  pauper  class — so  far,  indeed,  that  all  hope 
in  life  would  be  over.  I  should  be  made  the  first  and 
noblest  and  richest  in  all  the  land.” 

He  spoke  these  words  just  as  if  he  had  said,  “  the  low¬ 
est,  meanest,  poorest,  and  most  infamous.”  It  sounded 
like  fresh  mockery,  and  I  could  not  believe  but  that  he 
was  amusing  himself  at  my  expense. 

“  This  is  cruel,”  said  I.  “  You  are  mocking  me.” 

“  Cruel — cruel !”  said  he;  “  what  is  cruel  ?  You  mean 
that  such  a  fate  would  be  cruel  for  me.” 

“  No,  no,”  said  I;  “but  alas  !  I  see  we  cannot  under¬ 
stand  one  another.” 

“  No,”  said  the  Kohen,  musingly,  as  he  looked  at  me. 
a  No,  it  seems  not;  but  tell  me,  Atam-or,  is  it  possible 
that  you  really  fear  death — that  you  really  love  life  ?” 

“  Fear  death  !  love  life  !”  I  cried.  “  Who  does  not  ? 
Who  can  help  it  ?  Why  do  you  ask  me  that  ?” 

The  Kohen  clasped  his  hands  in  amazement. 

“If  you  really  fear  death,”  said  he,  “what  possible 
thing  is  there  left  to  love  or  to  hope  for  ?  What,  then, 
do  you  think  the  highest  blessing  of  man  ?” 

“Long  life,”  said  I,  “and  riches  and  requited  love.” 

At  this  the  Kohen  started  back,  and  stared  at  me  as 
though  I  were  a  raving  madman. 

“  Oh,  holy  shades  of  night  !”  he  exclaimed.  “  What 
is  that  you  say  ?  What  do  you  mean  ?” 

“We  can  never  understand  one  another,  I  fear,”  said 
I.  “  The  love  of  life  must  necessarily  be  the  strongest 
passion  of  man.  We  are  so  made.  We  give  up  every¬ 
thing  for  life.  A  long  life  is  everywhere  considered  as 
the  highest  blessing ;  and  there  is  no  one  who  is  will- 
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ing  to  die,  no  matter  what  his  suffering  may  be.  Riches 
also  are  desired  by  all,  for  poverty  is  the  direst  curse 
that  can  embitter  life  ;  and  as  to  requited  love,  surely 
that  is  the  sweetest,  purest,  and  most  divine  joy  that  the 
human  heart  may  know.” 

At  this  the  Kohen  burst  forth  in  a  strain  of  high  ex¬ 
citement  : 

“  Oh,  sacred  cavern  gloom  !  Oh,  divine  darkness  ! 
Oh,  impenetrable  abysses  of  night !  What,  oh,  what  is 
this  !  Oh,  Atam-or,  are  you  mad  ?  Alas  !  it  must  be 
so.  Joy  has  turned  your  brain;  you  are  quite  demented. 
You  call  good  evil,  and  evil  good;  our  light  is  your 
darkness,  and  our  darkness  your  light.  Yet  surely  you 
cannot  be  altogether  insane.  Come,  come,  let  us  look 
further.  How  is  it!  Try  now  to  recall  your  reason.  A 
long  life — a  life,  and  a  long  one  !  Surely  there  can  be 
no  human  being  in  a  healthy  state  of  nature  who  wishes 
to  prolong  his  life  ;  and  as  to  riches,  is  it  possible  that 
any  one  exists  who  really  and  honestly  desires  riches  ? 
Impossible  !  And  requited  love  !  Oh,  Atam-or,  you  are 
mad  to-day  !  You  are  always  strange,  but  now  you 
have  quite  taken  leave  of  your  senses.  I  cannot  but 
love  you,  and  yet  I  can  never  understand  you.  Tell 
me,  and  tell  me  truly,  what  is  it  that  you  consider  evils, 
if  these  things  that  you  have  just  mentioned  are  not 
the  very  worst  ?” 

He  seemed  deeply  in  earnest  and  much  moved.  I 
could  not  understand  him,  but  could  only  answer  his 
questions  with  simple  conciseness. 

“  Poverty,  sickness,  and  death,”  said  I,  “  are  evils ; 
but  the  worst  of  all  evils  is  unrequited  love.” 

At  these  words  the  Kohen  made  a  gesture  of  despair. 

“  It  is  impossible  to  understand  this,”  said  he.  “  You 
talk  calmly;  you  have  not  the  air  of  a  madman.  If 
your  fellow-countrymen  are  all  like  you,  then  your  race 


142 


A  Strange  Manuscript 


is  an  incomprehensible  one.  Why,  death  is  the  great¬ 
est  blessing.  We  all  long  for  it;  it  is  the  end  of  our 
being.  As  for  riches,  they  are  a  curse,  abhorred  by  all. 
Above  all,  as  to  love,  we  shrink  from  the  thought  of  re¬ 
quital.  Death  is  our  chief  blessing,  poverty  our  great¬ 
est  happiness,  and  unrequited  love  the  sweetest  lot  of 
man.” 

All  this  sounded  like  the  ravings  of  a  lunatic,  yet  the 
Kohen  was  not  mad.  It  seemed  also  like  the  mockery 
of  some  teasing  demon;  but  the  gentle  and  self-denying 
Kohen  was  no  teasing  demon,  and  mockery  with  him 
was  impossible.  I  was  therefore  more  bewildered  than 
ever  at  this  reiteration  of  sentiments  that  were  so  utter¬ 
ly  incomprehensible.  He,  on  the  other  hand,  seemed  as 
astonished  at  my  sentiments  and  as  bewildered,  and  we 
could  find  no  common  ground  on  which  to  meet. 

“I  remember  now,”  said  the  Kohen,  in  a  musing 
tone,  “  having  heard  of  some  strange  folk  at  the  Amir, 
who  profess  to  feel  as  you  say  you  feel,  but  no  one  be¬ 
lieves  that  they  are  in  earnest;  for  although  they  may 
even  bring  themselves  to  think  that  they  are  in  earnest 
in  their  professions,  yet  after  all  every  one  thinks  that 
they  are  self -deceived.  For  you  see,  in  the  first  place, 
these  feelings  which  you  profess  are  utterly  unnatural. 
We  are  so  made  that  we  cannot  help  loving  death;  it 
is  a  sort  of  instinct.  We  are  also  created  in  such  a  way 
that  we  cannot  help  longing  after  poverty.  The  pauper 
must  always,  among  all  men,  be  the  most  envied  of 
mortals.  Nature,  too,  has  made  us  such  that  the  pas¬ 
sion  of  love,  when  it  arises,  is  so  vehement,  so  all-con¬ 
suming,  that  it  must  always  struggle  to  avoid  requital. 
This  is  the  reason  why,  when  two  people  find  that  they 
love  each  other,  they  always  separate  and  avoid  one  an¬ 
other  for  the  rest  of  their  lives.  This  is  human  nature. 
We  cannot  help  it;  and  it  is  this  that  distinguishes  us 
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from  the  animals.  Why,  if  men  were  to  feel  as  you 
say  you  feel,  they  would  be  mere  animals.  Animals 
fear  death;  animals  love  to  accumulate  such  things  as 
they  prize;  animals,  when  they  love,  go  in  pairs,  and 
remain  with  one  another.  But  man,  with  his  intellect, 
would  not  be  man  if  he  loved  life  and  desired  riches 
and  sought  for  requited  love.” 

I  sank  back  in  despair.  “  You  cannot  mean  all  this,” 
I  said. 

He  threw  at  me  a  piteous  glance.  “  What  else  can 
you  believe  or  feel  ?”  said  he. 

“  The  very  opposite.  We  are  so  made  that  we  hate 
and  fear  death;  to  us  he  is  the  King  of  Terrors.  Pov¬ 
erty  is  terrible  also,  since  it  is  associated  with  want  and 
woe;  it  is,  therefore,  natural  to  man  to  strive  after  riches. 
As  to  the  passion  of  love,  that  is  so  vehement  that  the 
first  and  only  thought  is  requital.  Unrequited  love  is 
anguish  beyond  expression — anguish  so  severe  that  the 
heart  will  often  break  under  it.” 

The  Kohen  clasped  his  hands  in  new  bewilderment. 

“  I  cannot  understand,”  said  he.  “  A  madman  might 
imagine  that  he  loved  life  and  desired  riches;  but  as  to 
love,  why  even  a  madman  could  not  think  of  requital, 
for  the  very  nature  of  the  passion  of  love  is  the  most 
utter  self-surrender,  and  a  shrinking  from  all  requital; 
wherefore,  the  feeling  that  leads  one  to  desire  requital 
cannot  be  love.  I  do  not  know  what  it  can  be — indeed, 
I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing  before,  and  the  annals  of 
the  human  race  make  no  mention  of  such  a  feeling.  For 
what  is  love  ?  It  is  the  ardent  outflow  of  the  whole 
being — the  yearning  of  one  human  heart  to  lavish  all 
its  treasures  upon  another.  Love  is  more  than  self- 
denial  ;  it  is  self-surrender  and  utter  self-abnegation. 
Love  gives  all  away,  and  cannot  possibly  receive  any¬ 
thing  in  return.  A  requital  of  love  would  mean  selfish- 
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ness,  which  would  be  self-contradiction.  The  more  one 
loves,  the  more  he  must  shrink  from  requital.” 

“  What !”  cried  I,  “  among  you  do  lovers  never 
marry  ?” 

“  Lovers  marry  ?  Never  I” 

“  Do  married  people  never  love  one  another?” 

The  Kohen  shook  his  head. 

“  It  unfortunately  sometimes  happens  so,”  said  he, 
“  and  then  the  result  is,  of  course,  distressing.  For  the 
children’s  sake  the  parents  will  often  remain  with  one 
another,  but  in  many  cases  they  separate.  No  one  can 
tell  the  misery  that  ensues  where  a  husband  and  wife 
love  one  another.” 

The  conversation  grew  insupportable.  I  could  not 
follow  the  Kohen  in  what  seemed  the  wildest  and  mad¬ 
dest  flights  of  fancy  that  ever  were  known;  so  I  began 
to  talk  of  other  things,  and  gradually  the  Kohen  was 
drawn  to  speak  of  his  own  life.  The  account  which  lie 
gave  of  himself  was  not  one  whit  less  strange  than  his 
previous  remarks,  and  for  this  reason  I  add  it  here. 

“  I  was  born,”  said  he,  “  in  the  most  enviable  of  posi¬ 
tions.  My  father  and  mother  were  among  the  poorest 
in  the  land.  Both  died  when  I  was  a  child,  and  I  never 
saw  them.  I  grew  up  in  the  open  fields  and  public 
caverns,  along  with  the  most  esteemed  paupers.  But, 
unfortunately  for  me,  there  was  something  wanting  in 
my  natural  disposition.  I  loved  death,  of  course,  and 
poverty,  too,  very  strongly;  but  I  did  not  have  that 
eager  and  energetic  passion  which  is  so  desirable,  nor 
was  I  watchful  enough  over  my  blessed  estate  of  pov¬ 
erty.  Surrounded  as  I  was  by  those  who  were  only  too 
ready  to  take  advantage  of  my  ignorance  or  want  of 
vigilance,  I  soon  fell  into  evil  ways,  and  gradually,  in 
spite  of  myself,  I  found  wealth  pouring  in  upon  me. 
Designing  men  succeeded  in  winning  my  consent  to  re- 
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ceive  their  possessions ;  and  so  I  gradually  fell  away 
from  that  lofty  position  in  which  I  was  born.  I  grew 
richer  and  richer.  My  friends  warned  me,  but  in  vain. 
I  was  too  weak  to  resist;  in  fact,  I  lacked  moral  fibre, 
and  had  never  learned  how  to  say  ‘'Nod  So  I  wrent  on, 
descending  lower  and  lower  in  the  scale  of  being.  I  be¬ 
came  a  capitalist,  an  Athon,  a  general  officer,  and  finally 
Kohen. 

“At  length,  on  one  eventful  day,  I  learned  that  one 
of  my  associates  had  by  a  long  course  of  reckless  folly 
become  the  richest  man  in  all  the  country.  He  had  be¬ 
come  Athon,  malek,  and  at  last  Kohen  Gadol.  It  was 
a  terrible  shock,  but  I  trust  a  salutary  one.  I  at  once 
resolved  to  reform.  That  resolution  I  have  steadily 
kept,  and  have  at  least  saved  myself  from  descending 
any  lower.  It  is  true,  I  can  hardly  hope  to  become 
what  I  once  was.  It  is  only  too  easy  to  grow  rich; 
and,  you  know,  poverty  once  forfeited  can  never  return 
except  in  rare  instances.  I  have,  however,  succeeded  in 
getting  rid  of  most  of  my  wealth,  chiefly  through  the 
fortunate  advent  of  Almah  and  afterwards  of  yourself. 
This,  I  confess,  has  been  my  salvation.  Neither  of  you 
had  any  scruples  about  accepting  what  was  bestowed, 
and  so  I  did  not  feel  as  though  I  was  doing  you  any 
wrrong  in  giving  you  all  I  had  in  the  world.  Most  of 
the  people  of  this  city  have  taken  advantage  of  your 
extraordinary  indifference  to  wealth,  and  have  made 
themselves  paupers  at  your  expense.  I  had  already  be¬ 
come  your  slave,  and  had  received  the  promise  of  being 
elevated  to  the  rank  of  scullion  in  the  cavern  of  the 
Mista  Kosek.  But  now,  since  this  event  of  your  love 
for  Almah,  I  hope  to  gain  far  more.  I  am  almost  cer¬ 
tain  of  being  made  a  pauper,  and  I  think  I  can  almost 
venture  to  hope  some  day  for  the  honor  of  a  public 
death.” 
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To  such  a  story  I  had  nothing  to  say.  It  was  sheer 
madness;  yet  it  was  terribly  suggestive,  and  showed 
how  utterly  hopeless  was  my  effort  to  secure  the  assist¬ 
ance  of  such  a  man  towards  my  escape  from  death. 

aA  public  death!”  I  said,  grimly.  “That  will  be 
very  fortunate  !  And  do  you  think  that  you  will  gain 
the  dignity  of  being  eaten  up  afterwards  ?” 

The  Ivohen  shook  his  head  in  all  seriousness. 

“Oli,  no,”  said  he;  “that  would  be  far  beyond  my 
deserts.  That  is  an  honor  which  is  only  bestowed  upon 
the  most  distinguished.” 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  KOSEKIN. 

These  people  call  themselves  the  Kosekin.  Their 
chief  characteristic,  or,  at  least,  their  most  prominent 
one,  is  their  love  of  darkness,  which  perhaps  is  due  to 
their  habit  of  dwelling  in  caves.  Another  feeling, 
equally  strong  and  perhaps  connected  with  this,  is  their 
love  of  death  and  dislike  of  life.  This  is  visible  in 
many  ways,  and  affects  all  their  character.  It  leads  to 
a  passionate  self-denial,  an  incessant  effort  to  benefit 
others  at  their  own  expense.  Each  one  hates  life  and 
longs  for  death.  He,  therefore,  hates  riches,  and  all 
things  that  are  associated  with  life. 

Among  the  Kosekin  every  one  makes  perpetual  efforts 
to  serve  others,  which,  however,  are  perpetually  baffled 
by  the  unselfishness  of  these  others.  People  thus  spend 
years  in  trying  to  overreach  one  another,  so  as  to  make 
others  richer  than  themselves.  In  a  race  each  one  tries 
to  keep  behind;  but  as  this  leads  to  confusion,  there  is 
then  a  universal  effort  for  each  one  to  be  first,  so  as  to 
put  his  neighbor  in  the  honorable  position  of  the  rear. 
It  is  the  same  way  in  a  hunt.  Each  one  presses  for¬ 
ward,  so  as  to  honor  his  companion  by  leaving  him  be¬ 
hind.  Instead  of  injuring,  every  one  tries  to  benefit  his 
neighbor.  When  one  has  been  benefited  by  another, 
he  is  filled  with  a  passion  which  may  be  called  Kosekin 
revenge — namely,  a  sleepless  and  vehement  desire  to 
bestow  some  adequate  and  corresponding  benefit  on  the 
other.  Feuds  are  thus  kept  up  among  families  and  wars 
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among  nations.  For  no  one  is  willing  to  accept  from 
another  any  kindness,  any  gift,  or  any  honor,  and  all  are 
continually  on  the  watch  to  prevent  themselves  from 
being  overreached  in  this  way.  Those  who  are  less 
watchful  than  others  are  overwhelmed  with  gifts  by 
designing  men,  who  wish  to  attain  to  the  pauper  class. 
The  position  of  Almah  and  myself  illustrates  this.  Our 
ignorance  of  the  blessings  and  honors  of  poverty  led  us 
to  receive  whatever  was  offered  us.  Taking  advantage 
of  our  innocence  and  ignorance,  the  whole  city  there¬ 
upon  proceeded  to  bestow  their  property  upon  us,  and 
all  became  paupers  through  our  fortunate  arrival. 

No  one  ever  injures  another  unless  by  accident,  and 
when  this  occurs  it  affords  the  highest  joy  to  the  in¬ 
jured  party.  He  has  now  a  claim  on  the  injurer;  he 
gets  him  into  his  power,  is  able  to  confer  benefits  on 
him  and  force  upon  him  all  that  he  wishes.  The  un¬ 
happy  injurer,  thus  punished  by  the  reception  of  wealth, 
finds  himself  helpless;  and  where  the  injury  is  great, 
the  injured  man  may  bestow  upon  the  other  all  his 
wealth  and  attain  to  the  envied  condition  of  a  pauper. 

Among  the  Kosekin  the  sick  are  objects  of  the  high¬ 
est  regard.  All  classes  vie  with  one  another  in  their 
attentions.  The  rich  send  their  luxuries;  the  paupers, 
however,  not  having  anything  to  give,  go  themselves 
and  wait  on  them  and  nurse  them.  For  this  there  is  no 
help,  and  the  rich  grumble,  but  can  do  nothing.  The 
sick  are  thus  sought  out  incessantly,  and  most  carefully 
tended.  When  they  die  there  is  great  rejoicing,  since 
death  is  a  blessing;  but  the  nurses  labor  hard  to  pre¬ 
serve  them  in  life,  so  as  to  prolong  the  enjoyment  of 
the  high  privilege  of  nursing.  Of  all  sick  the  incurable 
are  most  honored,  since  they  require  nursing  always. 
Children  also  are  highly  honored  and  esteemed,  and  the 
aged  too,  since  both  classes  require  the  care  of  others, 
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and  must  be  the  recipients  of  favors  which  all  are  anx¬ 
ious  to  bestow.  Those  who  suffer  from  contagious  dis¬ 
eases  are  more  sought  after  than  any  other  class,  for  in 
waiting  on  these  there  is  the  chance  of  gaining  the  bless¬ 
ing  of  death;  indeed,  in  these  cases  much  trouble  is  usu¬ 
ally  experienced  from  the  rush  of  those  who  insist  on 
offering  their  services. 

For  it  must  never  be  forgotten  that  the  Kosekin  love 
death  as  we  love  life;  and  this  accounts  for  all  those 
ceremonies  which  to  me  were  so  abhorrent,  especially 
the  scenes  of  the  Mista  Kosek.  To  them  a  dead  human 
body  is  no  more  than  the  dead  body  of  a  bird:  there  is 
no  awe  felt,  no  sense  of  sanctity,  of  superstitious  horror; 
and  so  I  learned,  with  a  shudder,  that  the  hate  of  life  is 
a  far  worse  thing  than  the  fear  of  death.  This  desire 
for  death  is,  then,  a  master-passion,  and  is  the  key  to  all 
their  words  and  acts.  They  rejoice  over  the  death  of 
friends,  since  those  friends  have  gained  the  greatest  of 
blessings  ;  they  rejoice  also  at  the  birth  of  children, 
since  those  who  are  born  will  one  day  gain  the  bliss  of 
death. 

For  a  couple  to  fall  in  love  is  the  signal  for  mutual 
self-surrender.  Each  insists  on  giving  up  the  loved  one ; 
and  the  more  passionate  the  love  is,  the  more  eager  is 
the  desire  to  have  the  loved  one  married  to  some  one 
else.  Lovers  have  died  broken-hearted  from  being  com¬ 
pelled  to  marry  one  another.  Poets  here  among  the 
Kosekin  celebrate  unhappy  love  which  has  met  with  this 
end.  These  poets  also  celebrate  defeats  instead  of  vic¬ 
tories,  since  it  is  considered  glorious  for  one  nation  to 
sacrifice  itself  to  another;  but  to  this  there  are  impor¬ 
tant  limitations,  as  we  shall  see.  Poets  also  celebrate 
street-sweepers,  scavengers,  lamp-lighters,  laborers,  and 
above  all,  paupers,  and  pass  by  as  unworthy  of  notice 
the  authors,  Meleks,  and  Kohens  of  the  land. 
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The  paupers  here  form  the  most  honorable  class. 
Kext  to  these  are  the  laborers.  These  have  strikes,  as 
with  us  ;  but  it  is  always  for  harder  work,  longer  hours, 
or  smaller  pay.  The  contest  between  capital  and  labor 
rages,  but  the  conditions  are  reversed  ;  for  the  grum¬ 
bling  capitalist  complains  that  the  laborer  will  not  take 
as  much  pay  as  he  ought  to,  while  the  laborer  thinks  the 
capitalist  too  persistent  in  his  efforts  to  force  money 
upon  him. 

Here  among  the  Kosekin  the  wealthy  class  forms  the 
mass  of  the  people,  while  the  aristocratic  few  consist  of 
the  paupers.  These  are  greatly  envied  by  the  others, 
and  have  many  advantages.  The  cares  and  burdens  of 
wealth,  as  well  as  wealth  itself,  are  here  considered  a 
curse,  and  from  all  these  the  paupers  are  exempt.  There 
is  a  perpetual  effort  on  the  part  of  the  wealthy  to  induce 
the  paupers  to  accept  gifts,  just  as  among  us  the  poor 
try  to  rob  the  rich.  Among  the  wealthy  there  is  a  great 
and  incessant  murmur  at  the  obstinacy  of  the  paupers. 
Secret  movements  are  sometimes  set  on  foot  which  aim  at 
a  redistribution  of  property  and  a  levelling  of  all  classes, 
so  as  to  reduce  the  haughty  paupers  to  the  same  condi¬ 
tion  as  the  mass  of  the  nation.  More  than  once  there 
has  been  a  violent  attempt  at  a  revolution,  so  as  to  force 
wealth  on  the  paupers  ;  but  as  a  general  thing  these 
movements  have  been  put  down  and  their  leaders  se¬ 
verely  punished.  The  paupers  have  shown  no  mercy  in 
their  hour  of  triumph  ;  they  have  not  conceded  one  jot 
to  the  public  demand,  and  the  unhappy  conspirators  have 
been  condemned  to  increased  wealth  and  luxury,  while 
the  leaders  have  been  made  Meleks  and  Kohens.  Thus 
there  are  among  the  Kosekin  the  unfortunate  many  who 
are  cursed  with  wealth,  and  the  fortunate  few  who  are 
blessed  with  poverty.  These  walk  while  the  others  ride, 
and  from  their  squalid  huts  look  proudly  and  contempt- 
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uously  upon  the  palaces  of  their  unfortunate  fellow- 
countrymen. 

The  love  of  death  leads  to  perpetual  efforts  on  the 
part  of  each  to  lay  down  his  life  for  another.  This  is  a 
grave  difficulty  in  hunts  and  battles.  Confined  prison¬ 
ers  dare  not  fly,  for  in  such  an  event  the  guards  kill 
themselves.  This  leads  to  fresh  rigors  in  the  captivity 
of  the  prisoners  in  case  of  their  recapture,  for  they  are 
overwhelmed  with  fresh  luxuries  and  increased  splen¬ 
dors.  Finally,  if  a  prisoner  persist  and  is  recaptured,  he 
is  solemnly  put  to  death,  not,  as  with  us,  by  way  of  se¬ 
verity,  but  as  the  last  and  greatest  honor.  Here  ex¬ 
tremes  meet  ;  and  death,  whether  for  honor  or  dishonor, 
is  all  the  same — death — and  is  reserved  for  desperate 
cases.  But  among  the  Kosekin  this  lofty  destiny  is 
somewhat  embittered  by  the  agonizing  thought  on  the 
part  of  the  prisoner,  who  thus  gains  it,  that  his  wretched 
family  must  be  doomed,  not,  as  with  us,  to  poverty  and 
want,  but,  on  the  contrary,  to  boundless  wealth  and 
splendor. 

Among  so  strange  a  people  it  seemed  singular  to  me 
what  offences  could  possibly  be  committed  which  could 
be  regarded  and  punished  as  crimes.  These,  however, 
I  soon  found  out.  Instead  of  robbers,  the  Kosekin  pun¬ 
ish  the  secret  bestowers  of  their  wealth  on  others.  This 
is  regarded  as  a  very  grave  offence.  Analogous  to  our 
crime  of  piracy  is  the  forcible  arrest  of  ships  at  sea 
and  the  transfer  to  them  of  valuables.  Sometimes  the 
Kosekin  pirates  give  themselves  up  as  slaves.  Kidnap¬ 
ping,  assault,  highway  robbery,  and  crimes  of  violence 
have  their  parallel  here  in  cases  where  a  strong  man, 
meeting  a  weaker,  forces  himself  upon  him  as  his  slave 
or  compels  him  to  take  his  purse.  If  the  weaker  re¬ 
fuse,  the  assailant  threatens  to  kill  himself,  which  act 
would  lay  the  other  under  obligations  to  receive  punish- 
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ment  from  the  state  in  the  shape  of  gifts  and  honors,  or 
at  least  subject  him  to  unpleasant  inquiries.  Murder 
has  its  counterpart  among  the  Kosekin  in  cases  where 
one  man  meets  another,  forces  money  on  him,  and  kills 
himself.  Forgery  occurs  where  one  uses  another’s  name 
so  as  to  confer  money  on  him. 

There  are  many  other  crimes,  all  of  which  are  severely 
punished.  The  worse  the  offence  the  better  is  the  of¬ 
fender  treated.  Among  the  Kosekin  capital  punishment 
is  imprisonment  amid  the  greatest  splendor,  where  the 
prisoner  is  treated  like  a  king,  and  has  many  palaces  and 
great  retinues  ;  for  that  which  we  consider  the  highest 
they  regard  as  the  lowest,  and  with  them  the  chief  post 
of  honor  is  what  we  would  call  the  lowest  menial  office. 
Of  course,  among  such  a  people,  any  suffering  from  want 
is  unknown,  except  when  it  is  voluntary.  The’  pauper 
class,  with  all  their  great  privileges,  have  this  restriction, 
that  they  are  forced  to  receive  enough  for  food  and  cloth¬ 
ing.  Some,  indeed,  manage  by  living  in  out-of-the-way 
places  to  deprive  themselves  of  these,  and  have  been 
known  to  die  of  starvation  ;  but  this  is  regarded  as  dis¬ 
honorable,  as  taking  an  undue  advantage  of  a  great  po¬ 
sition,  and  where  it  can  be  proved,  the  children  and 
relatives  of  the  offender  are  severely  punished  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  Kosekin  fashion. 

State  politics  here  move,  like  individual  affairs,  upon 
the  great  principle  of  contempt  for  earthly  things.  The 
state  is  willing  to  destroy  itself  for  the  good  of  other 
states ;  but  as  other  states  are  in  the  same  position,  noth¬ 
ing  can  result.  In  times  of  war  the  object  of  each  army 
is  to  honor  the  other  and  benefit  it  by  giving  it  the 
glory  of  defeat.  The  contest  is  thus  most  fierce.  The 
Kosekin,  through  their  passionate  love  of  death,  are  ter¬ 
rible  in  battle  ;  and  when  they  are  also  animated  by  the 
desire  to  confer  glory  on  their  enemies  by  defeating  them, 
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they  generally  succeed  in  their  aim.  This  makes  them 
almost  always  victorious,  and  when  they  are  not  so  not  a 
soul  returns  alive.  Their  state  of  mind  is  peculiar.  If 
they  are  defeated  they  rejoice,  since  defeat  is  their  chief 
glory  ;  but  if  they  are  victorious  they  rejoice  still  more 
in  the  benevolent  thought  that  they  have  conferred  upon 
the  enemy  the  joy,  the  glory,  and  the  honor  of  defeat.  ? 

Here  all  shrink  from  governing  others.  The  highest 
wish  of  each  is  to  serve.  The  Meleks  and  Kohens,  whom 
I  at  first  considered  the  highest,  are  really  the  lowest 
orders  ;  next  to  these  come  the  authors,  then  the  mer¬ 
chants,  then  farmers,  then  artisans,  then  laborers,  and, 
finally,  the  highest  rank  is  reached  in  the  paupers. 
Happy  the  aristocratic,  the  haughty,  the  envied  paupers. 
The  same  thing  is  seen  in  their  armies.  The  privates 
here  are  highest  in  rank,  and  the  officers  come  next  in 
different  gradations.  These  officers,  however,  have  the 
command  and  the  charge  of  affairs  as  with  us  ;  yet  this 
is  consistent  with  their  position,  for  here  to  obey  is  con¬ 
sidered  nobler  than  to  command.  In  the  fleet  the  rowers 
are  the  highest  class  ;  next  come  the  fighting-men  ;  and 
lowest  of  all  are  the  officers.  War  arises  from  motives 
as  peculiar  as  those  which  give  rise  to  private  feuds  ; 
as,  for  instance,  where  one  nation  tries  to  force  a  prov¬ 
ince  upon  another  ;  where  they  try  to  make  each  other 
greater  ;  where  they  try  to  benefit  unduly  each  other’s 
commerce  ;  where  one  may  have  a  smaller  fleet  or  army 
than  has  been  agreed  on,  or  where  an  ambassador  has 
been  presented  with  gifts,  or  received  too  great  honor  or 
attention. 

In  such  a  country  as  this,  where  riches  are  disliked 
and  despised,  I  could  not  imagine  how  people  could  be 
induced  to  engage  in  trade.  This,  however,  wras  soon 
explained.  The  laborers  and  artisans  have  to  perform 
their  daily  work,  so  as  to  enable  the  community  to  live 
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and  move  and  have  its  being.  Their  impelling  motive 
is  the  high  one  of  benefiting  others  most  directly.  They 
refuse  anything  but  the  very  smallest  pay,  and  [insist 
on  giving  for  this  the  utmost  possible  labor.  Trades¬ 
men  also  have  to  supply  the  community  with  articles  of 
all  sorts  ;  merchants  have  to  sail  their  ships  to  the  same 
end,  all  being  animated  by  the  desire  of  effecting  the 
good  of  others.  Each  one  tries  not  to  make  money,  but 
to  lose  it ;  but  as  the  competition  is  sharp  and  universal, 
this  is  difficult,  and  the  larger  portion  are  unsuccessful. 
The  purchasers  are  eager  to  pay  as  much  as  possible, 
and  the  merchants  and  traders  grow  rich  in  spite  of 
their  utmost  endeavors.  The  wealthy  classes  go  into 
business  so  as  to  lose  money,  but  in  this  they  seldom  suc¬ 
ceed.  It  has  been  calculated  that  only  two  per  cent,  in 
every  community  succeed  in  reaching  the  pauper  class. 
The  tendency  is  for  all  the  labors  of  the  working-class 
to  be  ultimately  turned  upon  the  unfortunate  wealthy 
class.  The  workmen  being  the  creators  of  wealth,  and 
refusing  to  take  adequate  pay,  cause  a  final  accumula¬ 
tion  of  the  wealth  of  the  community  in  the  hands  of  the 
mass  of  the  non-producers,  who  thus  are  fixed  in  their 
unhappy  position,  and  can  hope  for  no  escape  except  by 
death.  The  farmers  till  the  ground,  the  fishermen  fish, 
the  laborers  toil,  and  the  wealth  thus  created  is  pushed 
from  these  incessantly  till  it  all  falls  upon  the  lowest 
class — namely,  the  rich,  including  Athons,  Meleks,  and 
Kohens.  It  is  a  burden  that  is  often  too  heavy  to  be 
borne  ;  but  there  is  no  help  for  it,  and  the  better-minded 
seek  to  cultivate  resignation. 

Women  and  men  are  in  every  respect  absolutely 
equal,  holding  precisely  the  same  offices  and  doing  the 
same  work.  In  general,  however,  it  is  observed  that 
women  are  a  little  less  fond  of  death  than  men,  and  a 
little  less  unwilling  to  receive  gifts.  For  this  reason 
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they  are  very  numerous  among  the  wealthy  class,  and 
abound  in  the  offices  of  administration.  Women  serve 
in  the  army  and  navy  as  well  as  men,  and  from  their 
lack  of  ambition  or  energetic  perseverance  they  are  usu¬ 
ally  relegated  to  the  lower  ranks,  such  as  officers  and 
generals.  To  my  mind  it  seemed  as  though  the  women 
were  in  all  the  offices  of  honor  and  dignity,  but  in  reality 
it  was  the  very  opposite.  The  same  is  true  in  the  fam¬ 
ily.  The  husbands  insist  on  giving  everything  to  the 
wives  and  doing  everything  for  them.  The  wives  are 
therefore  universally  the  rulers  of  the  household,  while 
the  husbands  have  an  apparently  subordinate,  but,  to  the 
Kosekin,  a  more  honorable  position. 

As  to  the  religion  of  the  Kosekin,  I  could  make  noth¬ 
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of  it.  They  believe  that  after  death  they  go  to 
what  they  call  the  world  of  darkness.  The  death  they 
long  for  leads  to  the  darkness  that  they  love  ;  and  the 
death  and  the  darkness  are  eternal.  Still,  they  persist 
in  saying  that  the  death  and  the  darkness  together  form 
a  state  of  bliss.  They  are  eloquent  about  the  happiness 
that  awaits  them  there  in  the  sunless  land — the  world 
of  darkness  ;  but  for  my  own  part,  it  always  seemed  to 
me  a  state  of  nothingness. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

BELIEF  AND  UNBELIEF. 

The  doctor  was  here  interrupted  by  Featherstone, 
who,  with  a  yawn,  informed  him  that  it  was  eleven 
o’clock,  and  that  human  endurance  had  its  limits.  Upon 
this  the  doctor  rolled  up  the  manuscript  and  jmt  it  aside 
for  the  night,  after  which  supper  was  ordered. 

“Well,”  said  Featherstone,  “what  do  you  think  of 
this  last?” 

“  It  contains  some  very  remarkable  statements,”  said 
the  doctor. 

“  There  are  certainly  monsters  enough  in  it,”  said  Me- 
lick — 

“  ‘  Gorgons  and  hydras  and  chimeras  dire  ?’  ” 

“  Well,  why  not?”  said  the  doctor. 

“  It  seems  to  me,”  said  Melick,  “  that  the  writer  of 
this  has  peopled  his  world  with  creatures  that  resemble 
the  fossil  animals  more  than  anything  else.” 

“  The  so-called  fossil  animals,”  said  the  doctor,  “  may 
not  be  extinct.  There  are  fossil  specimens  of  animals 
that  still  have  living  representatives.  There  is  no  reason 
why  many  of  those  supposed  to  be  extinct  may  not  be 
alive  now.  It  is  well  known  that  many  very  remarkable 
animals  have  become  extinct  within  a  comparatively  re¬ 
cent  period.  These  great  birds,  of  which  More  speaks, 
seem  to  me  to  belong  to  these  classes.  The  dodo  was 
in  existence  fifty  years  ago,  the  moa  about  a  hundred 
years  ago.  These  great  birds,  together  with  others,  such 
as  the  epiornis  and  palapteryx,  have  disappeared,  not 
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through  the  ordinary  course  of  nature,  but  by  the  hand 
of  man.  Even  in  our  hemisphere  they  may  yet  be  found. 
Who  can  tell  but  that  the  moa  or  the  dodo  may  yet  be 
lurking  somewhere  here  in  the  interior  of  Madagascar, 
of  Borneo,  or  of  Pepua  ?” 

“  Can  you  make  out  anything  about  those  great  birds  ?” 
asked  Featherstone.  “Do  they  resemble  anything  that 
exists  now,  or  has  ever  existed  ?” 

“Well,  yes,  I  think  so,”  said  the  doctor.  “Unfortu¬ 
nately,  More  is  not  at  all  close  or  accurate  in  his  descrip¬ 
tions;  he  has  a  decidedly  unscientific  mind,  and  so  one 
cannot  feel  sure;  yet  from  his  general  statements  I  think 
I  can  decide  pretty  nearly  upon  the  nature  and  the  sci¬ 
entific  name  of  each  one  of  his  birds  and  animals.  It  is 
quite  evident  to  me  that  most  of  these  animals  belong 
to  races  that  no  longer  exist  among  us,  and  that  this 
wTorld  at  the  South  Pole  has  many  characteristics  which 
are  like  those  of  what  is  known  as  the  Coal  Period.  I 
allude  in  particular  to  the  vast  forests  of  fern,  of  gigan¬ 
tic  grasses  and  reeds.  At  the  same  time  the  general  cli¬ 
mate  and  the  atmosphere  seem  like  what  wre  may  find 
in  the  tropics  at  present.  It  is  evident  that  in  More’s 
world  various  epochs  are  represented,  and  that  animals 
of  different  ages  are  living  side  by  side.” 

“  What  do  you  think  of  the  opkuk  ?”  asked  Feather- 
stone,  with  a  yawn. 

“Well,  I  hardly  know.” 

“Why,  it  must  be  a  dodo,  of  course,”  said  Melick, 
“  only  magnified.” 

“  That,”  said  the  doctor,  gravely,  “  is  a  thought  that 
naturally  suggests  itself;  but  then  the  opkuk  is  certainly 
far  larger  than  the  dodo.” 

“Oh,  More  put  on  his  magnifying  glasses  just  then.” 

“  The  dodo,”  continued  the  doctor,  taking  no  notice 
of  this,  “  in  other  respects  corresponds  with  More’s  de- 
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scription  of  the  opkuk.  Clusius  and  Bontius  give  good 
descriptions,  and  there  is  a  well-known  picture  of  one 
in  the  British  Museum.  It  is  a  massive,  clumsy  bird, 
ungraceful  in  its  form,  with  heavy  movements,  wings 
too  short  for  flight,  little  or  no  tail,  and  down  rather 
than  feathers.  The  body,  according  to  Bontius,  is  as 
big  as  that  of  the  African  ostrich,  but  the  legs  are  very 
short.  It  has  a  large  head,  great  black  eyes,  long  bluish- 
white  bill,  ending  in  a  beak  like  that  of  a  vulture,  yellow 
legs,  thick  and  short,  four  toes  on  each  foot,  solid,  long, 
and  armed  with  sharp  black  claws.  The  flesh,  particu¬ 
larly  on  the  breast,  is  fat  and  esculent.  Now,  all  this 
corresponds  with  More’s  account,  except  as  to  the  size 
of  the  two,  for  the  opkuks  are  as  large  as  oxen.” 

“Oh,  that’s  nothing,”  said  Melick  ;  “I’m  determined 
to  stand  up  for  the  dodo.”  With  this  he  burst  forth 
singing — 

“  ‘  Oh,  the  dodo  once  lived,  but  he  doesn’t  live  now; 

Yet  why  should  a  cloud  overshadow  our  brow? 

The  loss  of  that  bird  ne’er  should  trouble  our  brains, 

For  though  he  is  gone,  still  our  claret  remains. 

Sing  do-do — jolly  do-do ! 

Hurrah !  in  his  name  let  our  cups  overflow.’ 

“  As  for  your  definition,  doctor,”  -continued  Melick, 
“  I’ll  give  you  one  worth  a  dozen  of  yours  : 

“  ‘  ’Twas  a  mighty  bird ;  those  strong,  short  legs  were  never  known  to 
fail, 

And  he  felt  a  glow  of  pride  while  thinking  of  that  little  tail, 

And  his  beak  was  marked  with  vigor,  curving  like  a  wondrous  hook ; 

Thick  and  ugly  was  his  body — such  a  form  as  made  one  look !’  ” 

“  Melick,”  said  Featherstone,  “  you’re  a  volatile  youth. 
You  mustn’t  mind  him,  doctor.  He’s  a  professional 
cynic,  sceptic,  and  scoffer.  Oxenden  and  I,  however, 
are  open  to  conviction,  and  want  to  know  more  about 
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those  birds  and  beasts.  Can  you  make  anything  out  of 
the  opmahera  ?” 

The  doctor  swallowed  a  glass  of  wine,  and  replied, 

“Oh,  yes;  there  are  many  birds,  each  of  which  may 
be  the  opmahera.  There’s  the  fossil  bird  of  Massachu¬ 
setts,  of  which  nothing  is  left  but  the  footprints;  but 
some  of  these  are  eighteen  inches  in  length,  and  show 
a  stride  of  twro  yards.  The  bird  belonged  to  the  order 
of  the  Gralloe,  and  may  have  been  ten  or  twelve  feet  in 
height.  Then  there  is  the  Gastornis  pcirisiensis ,  which 
was  as  tall  as  an  ostrich,  as  big  as  an  ox,  and  belongs  to 
the  same  order  as  the  other.  Then  there  is  the  Falap- 
teryx ,  of  which  remains  have  been  found  in  2sTew  Zea¬ 
land,  which  was  seven  or  eight  feet  in  height.  But  the 
one  which  to  my  mind  is  the  real  counterpart  of  the 
opmahera  is  the  Dinornis  gigantea ,  whose  remains  are 
also  found  in  ISTew  Zealand.  It  is  the  largest  bird  known, 
with  long  legs,  a  long  neck,  and  short  wings,  useless  for 
flight.  One  specimen  that  has  been  found  is  upward  of 
thirteen  feet  in  height.  There  is  no  reason  why  some 
should  not  have  been  much  taller.  More  compares  its 
height  to  that  of  a  giraffe.  The  Maoris  call  this  bird 
the  Moay  and  their  legends  and  traditions  are  full  of 
mention  of  it.  When  they  first  came  to  the  island,  six 
or  seven  hundred  years  ago,  they  found  these  vast  birds 
everywhere,  and  hunted  them  for  food.  To  my  mind 
the  dinornis  is  the  opmahera  of  More.  As  to  riding  on 
them,  that  is  likely  enough;  for  ostriches  are  used  for 
this  purpose,  and  the  dinornis  must  have  been  far 
stronger  and  fleeter  than  the  ostrich.  It  is  possible 
that  some  of  these  birds  may  still  be  living  in  the  re¬ 
moter  parts  of  our  hemisphere.” 

“What  about  those  monsters,”  asked  Featherstone, 
“  that  More  speaks  of  in  the  sacred  hunt  ?” 

“  I  think,”  said  the  doctor,  “  that  I  understand  pretty 
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well  what  they  were,  and  can  identify  them  all.  As  the 
galley  passed  the  estuary  of  that  great  river,  you  remem¬ 
ber  that  he  mentions  seeing  them  on  the  shore.  One 
may  have  been  the  Ichthyosaurus.  This,  as  the  name 
implies,  is  a  fish-lizard.  It  has  the  head  of  a  lizard,  the 
snout  of  a  dolphin,  the  teeth  of  an  alligator,  enormous 
eyes,  whose  membrane  is  strengthened  by  a  bony  frame, 
the  vertebrae  of  fishes,  sternum  and  shoulder-bones  like 
those  of  the  lizard,  and  the  fins  of  a  whale.  Bayle  calls 
it  the  whale  of  the  saurians.  Another  may  have  been 
the  Cheir other ium.  On  account  of  the  hand-shaped 
marks  made  by  its  paws,  Owen  thinks  that  it  was  akin 
to  the  frogs;  but  it  was  a  formidable  monster,  with  head 
and  jaws  of  a  crocodile.  Another  may  have  been  the 
Teleosaurus,  which  resembled  our  alligators.  It  was 
thirty-five  feet  in  length.  Then  there  was  the  Hylceo- 
saurus,  a  monster  twenty-five  feet  in  length,  with  a  cui¬ 
rass  of  bony  plates.” 

“But  none  of  these  correspond  with  More’s  descrip¬ 
tion  of  the  monster  that  fought  with  the  galley.” 

“No,”  said  the  doctor,  “I  am  coming  to  that  now. 
That  monster  could  have  been  no  other  than  the  Plesio¬ 
saurus ,  one  of  the  most  wonderful  animals  that  has  ever 
existed.  Imagine  a  thing  with  the  head  of  a  lizard,  the 
teeth  of  a  crocodile,  the  neck  of  a  swan,  the  trunk  and 
tail  of  a  quadruped,  and  the  fins  of  a  whale.  Imagine 
a  whale  with  its  head  and  neck  consisting  of  a  serpent, 
with  the  strength  of  the  former  and  the  malignant  fury 
of  the  latter,  and  then  you  will  have  the  plesiosaurus. 
It  was  an  aquatic  animal,  yet  it  had  to  remain  near  or 
on  the  surface  of  the  water,  while  its  long,  serpent-like 
neck  enabled  it  to  reach  its  prey  above  or  below  with 
swift,  far-reaching  darts.  Yet  it  had  no  armor,  and 
could  not  have  been  at  all  a  match  for  the  ichthyosau¬ 
rus.  More’s  account  shows,  however,  that  it  was  a  fear¬ 
ful  enemy  for  man  to  encounter.” 
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“He  seems  to  have  been  less  formidable  than  that 
beast  which  they  encountered  in  the  swamp.  Have  you 
any  idea  what  that  was?” 

“  I  think  it  can  have  been  no  other  than  the  Iguano- 
don ,”  said  the  doctor.  The  remains  of  this  animal  show 
that  it  must  have  been  the  most  gigantic  of  all  primeval 
saurians.  Judging  from  existing  remains  its  length  was 
not  less  than  sixty  feet,  and  larger  ones  may  have  ex¬ 
isted.  It  stood  high  on  its  legs ;  the  hind  ones  were 
larger  than  the  fore.  The  feet  were  massive  and  armed 
with  tremendous  claws.  It  lived  on  the  land  and  fed 
on  herbage.  It  had  a  horny,  spiky  ridge  all  along  its 
back.  Its  tail  was  nearly  as  long  as  its  body.  Its  head 
was  short,  its  jaws  enormous,  furnished  with  teeth  of  a 
very  elaborate  structure,  and  on  its  muzzle  it  carried  a 
curved  horn.  Such  a  beast  as  this  might  well  have 
caused  all  that  destruction  of  life  on  the  part  of  his  des¬ 
perate  assailants  of  which  More  speaks. 

“  Then  there  was  another  animal,”  continued  the  doc¬ 
tor,  who  was  evidently  discoursing  upon  a  favorite  topic. 
“It  was  the  one  that  came  suddenly  upon  More  while 
he  was  resting  with  Almah  after  his  flight  with  the  run¬ 
away  bird.  That  I  take  to  be  the  Megalosaurus.  This 
animal  was  a  monster  of  tremendous  size  and  strength. 
Cuvier  thought  that  it  might  have  been  seventy  feet  in 
length.  It  was  carnivorous,  and  therefore  more  fero¬ 
cious  than  the  iguanodon,  and  more  ready  to  attack. 
Its  head  was  like  that  of  a  crocodile,  its  body  massive 
like  that  of  an  elephant,  yet  larger;  its  tail  was  small, 
and  it  stood  high  on  its  legs,  so  that  it  could  run  with 
great  speed.  It  was  not  covered  with  bony  armor,  but 
had  probably  a  hide  thick  enough  to  serve  the  purpose 
of  shell  or  bone.  Its  teeth  were  constructed  so  as  to 
cut  with  their  edges,  and  the  movement  of  the  jaws  pro¬ 
duced  the  combined  effect  of  knife  and  saw,  while  their 
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inward  curve  rendered  impossible  the  escape  of  prey 
that  had  once  been  caught.  It  probably  frequented  the 
river  banks,  where  it  fed  upon  reptiles  of  smaller  size, 
which  inhabited  the  same  places. 

“  More,”  continued  the  doctor,  “  is  too  general  in  his 
descriptions.  He  has  not  a  scientific  mind,  and  he  gives 
but  few  data  ;  yet  I  can  bring  before  myself  very  easily 
all  the  scenes  which  he  describes,  particularly  that  one 
in  which  the  megalosaurus  approaches,  and  he  rushes  to 
mount  the  dinornis  so  as  to  escape.  I  see  that  river, 
with  its  trees  and  shrubs,  all  unknown  now  except  in 
museums — the  vegetation  of  the  Coal  Period — the  lepi- 
dodendron,  the  lepidostrobus,  the  pecopteris,  the  neurop- 
teris,  the  lonchopteris,  the  odontopteris,  the  sphenopteris, 
the  cyclopteris,  the  sigellaria  veniformis,  the  sphenophyl- 
lium,  the  calamites — ” 

Melick  started  to  his  feet. 

“  There,  there  !”  he  cried,  “hold  hard,  doctor.  Talk¬ 
ing  of  calamities,  what  greater  calamity  can  there  be 
than  such  a  torrent  of  unknown  words  ?  Talk  English, 
doctor,  and  we  shall  be  able  to  appreciate  you ;  but  to 
make  your  jokes,  your  conundrums,  and  your  brilliant 
witticisms  in  a  foreign  language  isn’t  fair  to  us,  and 
does  no  credit  either  to  your  head  or  your  heart.” 

The  doctor  elevated  his  eyebrows,  and  took  no  notice 
of  Melick’s  ill-timed  levity. 

“All  these  stories  of  strange  animals,”  said  Oxenden, 
“  may  be  very  interesting,  doctor,  but  I  must  say  that 
I  am  far  more  struck  by  the  account  of  the  people 
themselves.  I  wonder  whether  they  are  an  aboriginal 
race,  or  descendants  of  the  same  stock  from  which  we 
came  ?” 

“  I  should  say,”  remarked  the  doctor,  confidently, 
“that  they  are,  beyond  a  doubt,  an  aboriginal  and  au¬ 
tochthonous  race.” 
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“  I  differ  from  you  altogether,”  said  Oxenden,  calmly. 

“  Oh,”  said  the  doctor,  “  there  can  be  no  doubt  about 
it.  Their  complexion,  small  stature,  and  peculiar  eyes 
— their  love  of  darkness,  their  singular  characteristics, 
both  physical  and  moral,  all  go  to  show  that  they  can 
have  no  connection  with  the  races  in  our  part  of  the 
earth.” 

“  Their  peculiar  eyes,”  said  Oxenden,  “  are  no  doubt 
produced  by  dwelling  in  caves  for  many  generations.” 

“  On  the  contrary,”  said  the  doctor,  “  it  is  their  pecu¬ 
liarity  of  eye  that  makes  them  dwell  in  caves.” 

“  You  are  mistaking  the  cause  for  the  effect,  doc¬ 
tor.” 

“  Not  at  all ;  it  is  you  who  are  making  that  mistake.” 

“  It’s  the  old  debate,”  said  Melick — as  the  poet  has  it, 

“  ‘  Which  was  first,  the  egg  or  the  hen  ? 

Tell  me,  I  pray,  ye  learned  men !’  ” 

“  There  are  the  eyeless  fishes  of  the  great  cave  of 
Kentucky,”  said  Oxenden,  “  whose  eyes  have  become 
extinct  from  living  in  the  dar’k.” 

“No,”  cried  the  doctor,  “the  fish  that  have  arisen  in 
that  lake  have  never  needed  eyes,  and  have  never  had 
them.” 

Oxenden  laughed. 

“Well,”  said  he,  “I’ll  discuss  the  question  with  you 
on  different  grounds  altogether,  and  I  will  show  clearly 
that  these  men,  these  bearded  men,  must  belong  to  a 
stock  that  is  nearly  related  to  our  own,  or,  at  least,  that 
they  belong  to  a  race  of  men  with  whom  we  are  all  very 
familiar.” 

“I  should  like  very  much  to  have  you  try  it,”  said 
the  doctor. 

“Very  well,”  said  Oxenden.  In  the  first  place,  I  take 
their  lansruaore.” 
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“Their  language  !” 

“Yes.  More  has  given  us  very  many  words  in  their 
language.  Now  he  himself  says  that  these  words  had 
an  Arabic  sound.  He  was  slightly  acquainted  with  that 
language.  What  will  you  say  if  I  tell  you  that  these 
words  are  still  more  like  Hebrew  ?” 

“  Hebrew  !”  exclaimed  the  doctor,  in  amazement. 

“  Yes,  Hebrew,”  said  Oxenden.  “  They  are  all  very 
much  like  Hebrew  words,  and  the  difference  is  not 
greater  than  that  which  exists  between  the  words  of 
any  two  languages  of  the  Aryan  family.” 

“  Oh,  if  you  come  to  philology  I’ll  throw  up  the 
sponge,”  said  the  doctor.  “Yet  I  should  like  to  hear 
what  you  have  to  say  on  that  point.” 

“  The  languages  of  the  Aryan  family,”  said  Oxenden, 
“  have  the  same  general  characteristics,  and  in  all  of 
them  the  differences  that  exist  in  their  most  common 
words  are  subject  to  the  action  of  a  regular  law.  The 
action  of  this  law  is  best  seen  in  the  changes  which  take 
place  in  the  mutes.  These  changes  are  indicated  in  a 
summary  and  comprehensive  way,  by  means  of  what  is 
called  ‘  Grimm’s  Law.’  Take  Latin  and  English,  for  in¬ 
stance.  ‘Grimm’s  Law’  tells  us,  among  other  things, 
that  in  Latin  and  in  that  part  of  English  which  is  of 
Teutonic  origin,  a  large  number  of  words  are  essentially 
the  same,  and  differ  merely  in  certain  phonetic  changes. 
Take  the  word  4  father.’  In  Latin,  as  also  in  Greek,  it 
is  ‘pater.’  Now  the  Latin  ‘p’  in  English  becomes  ‘f 
that  is,  the  thin  mute  becomes  the  aspirated  mute.  The 
same  change  may  be  seen  in  the  Latin  ‘  piscis,’  which  in 
English  is  ‘  fish,’  and  the  Greek  ‘  7 rvp,’  which  in  English 
is  ‘  fire.’  Again,  if  the  Latin  or  Greek  word  begins  with 
an  aspirate,  the  English  word  begins  with  a  medial ; 
thus  the  Latin  ‘  f  ’  is  found  responsive  to  the  English 
‘  b,’  as  in  Latin  ‘  fagus,’  English  ‘  beech,’  Latin  ‘  fero,’ 
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English  ‘  bear.’  Again,  if  the  Latin  or  Greek  has  the 
medial,  the  English  has  the  thin,  as  in  Latin  ‘ duo,’  Eng¬ 
lish  ‘two,’  Latin  ‘genu,’  English  ‘knee.’  Now,  I  find 
that  in  many  of  the  words  which  More  mentions  this 
same  ‘  Grimm’s  Law  ’  will  apply  ;  and  I  am  inclined  to 
think  that  if  they  were  spelled  with  perfect  accuracy 
they  would  show  the  same  relation  between  the  Kosekin 
language  and  the  Hebrew  that  there  is  between  the 
Saxon  English  and  the  Latin.” 

The  doctor  gave  a  heavy  sigh. 

“You’re  out  of  my  depth,  Oxenden,”  said  he.  “I’m 
nothing  of  a  philologist.” 

“By  Jove  !”  said  Featherstone,  “  I  like  this.  This  is 
equal  to  your  list  of  the  plants  of  the  Coal  Period,  doc¬ 
tor.  But  I  say,  Oxenden,  while  you  are  about  it,  why 
don’t  you  give  us  a  little  dose  of  Anglo-Saxon  and  San¬ 
scrit?  By  Jove  !  the  fellow  has  Bopp  by  heart,  and 
yet  he  expects  us  to  argue  with  him.” 

“  I  have  it !”  cried  Melick.  “  The  Kosekin  are  the 
lost  Ten  Tribes.  Oxenden  is  feeling  his  way  to  that. 
He  is  going  to  make  them  out  to  be  all  Hebrew ;  and 
then,  of  course,  the  only  conclusion  will  be  that  they 
are  the  Ten  Tribes,  who  after  a  life  of  strange  vicissi¬ 
tudes  have  pulled  up  at  the  South  Pole.  It’s  a  wonder 
More  didn’t  think  of  that — or  the  writer  of  this  yarn, 
whoever  he  may  be.  Well,  for  my  part,  I  always  took 
a  deep  interest  in  the  lost  Ten  Tribes,  and  thought  them 
a  fine  body  of  men.” 

“  Don’t  think  they’ve  got  much  of  the  Jew  about 
them,”  said  Featherstone,  languidly.  They  hate  riches 
and  all  that,  you  know.  Break  a  Jew’s  heart  to  hear  of 
all  that  property  wasted,  and  money  going  a  begging. 
Not  a  bad  idea,  though,  that  of  theirs  about  money. 
Too  much  money’s  a  howwid  baw,  by  Jove  !” 

“Well,”  continued  Oxenden,  calmly  resuming,  and 
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taking  no  notice  of  these  interruptions,  “I  can  give  you 
word  after  word  that  More  has  mentioned  which  corre¬ 
sponds  to  a  kindred  Hebrew  word  in  accordance  with 
4  Grimm’s  Law.’  For  instance,  Kosekin  ‘Op,’  Hebrew 
‘  Oph ;’  Kosekin  ‘Athon,’  Hebrew  ‘Adon;’  Kosekin 
‘  Salon,’  Hebrew  ‘  Shalom.’  They  are  more  like  Hebrew 
than  Arabic,  just  as  Anglo-Saxon  words  are  more  like 
Latin  or  Greek  than  Sanscrit.” 

“Hurrah  !”  cried  Melick,  “we’ve  got  him  to  Sanscrit 
at  last!  Now,  Oxenden,  my  boy,  trot  out  the  ‘Ileto- 
padesa,’  the  ‘ Megha  Dhuta,’  the  ‘Rig  Veda.’  Quote 
Beowulf  and  Caedmon.  Give  us  a  little  Zeno,  and 
wind  up  with  ‘  Lalla  Rookh  ’  in  modern  Persian.” 

“  So  I  conclude,”  said  Oxenden,  calmly,  ignoring  Me¬ 
lick,  “  that  the  Kosekin  are  a  Semitic  people.  Their 
complexion  and  their  beards  show  them  to  be  akin  to 
the  Caucasian  race,  and  their  language  proves  beyond 
the  shadow  of  a  doubt  that  they  belong  to  the  Semitic 
branch  of  that  race.  It  is  impossible  for  an  autoch¬ 
thonous  people  to  have  such  a  language.” 

“But  how,”  cried  the  doctor,  “how  in  the  name  of 
wonder  did  they  get  to  the  South  Pole?” 

“  Easily  enough,”  interrupted  Melick — “  Skem  landed 
there  from  Noah’s  ark,  and  left  some  of  his  children  to 
colonize  the  country.  That’s  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff.  I 
think,  on  the  whole,  that  this  idea  is  better  than  the 
other  one  about  the  Ten  Tribes.  At  any  rate  they  are 
both  mine,  and  I  warn  all  present  to  keep  their  hands 
off  them,  for  on  my  return  I  intend  to  take  out  a  copy¬ 
right.” 

“  There’s  another  thing,”  continued  Oxenden,  “  which 
is  of  immense  importance,  and  that  is  their  habit  of 
cave  -  dwelling.  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  they  re¬ 
sorted  to  cave-dwelling  at  first  from  some  hereditary 
instinct  or  other,  and  that  their  eyes  and  their  whole 
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morals  have  become  affected  by  this  mode  of  life.  Now, 
as  to  ornamented  caverns,  we  have  many  examples — 
caverns  adorned  with  a  splendor  fully  equal  to  anything 
among  the  Kosekin.  There  are  in  India  the  great  Behar 
caves,  the  splendid  Karli  temple  with  its  magnificent 
sculptures  and  imposing  architecture,  and  the  cavern- 
temples  of  Elephanta ;  there  are  the  subterranean  works 
in  Egypt,  the  temple  of  Dendera  in  particular  ;  in  Petra 
we  have  the  case  of  an  entire  city  excavated  from  the 
rocky  mountains :  yet,  after  all,  these  do  not  bear  upon 
the  point  in  question,  for  they  are  isolated  cases ;  and 
even  Petra,  though  it  contained  a  city,  did  not  contain 
a  nation.  But  there  is  a  case,  and  one  which  is  well 
known,  that  bears  directly  upon  this  question,  and  gives 
us  the  connecting  link  between  the  Kosekin  and  their 
Semitic  brethren  in  the  northern  hemisphere.” 

“  What  is  that  ?”  asked  the  doctor. 

“The  Troglodytes,”  said  Oxenden,  with  impressive 
solemnity. 

“Well,  and  what  do  you  make  out  of  the  Troglo¬ 
dytes  ?” 

“  I  will  explain,”  said  Oxenden.  “  The  name  Troglo¬ 
dytes  is  given  to  various  tribes  of  men,  but  those  best 
known  and  celebrated  under  this  name  once  inhabited 
the  shores  of  the  Red  Sea,  both  on  the  Arabian  and  the 
Egyptian  side.  They  belonged  to  the  Arabian  race, 
and  were  consequently  a  Semitic  people.  Mark  that, 
for  it  is  a  point  of  the  utmost  importance.  Now,  these 
Troglodytes  all  lived  in  caverns,  which  were  formed 
partly  by  art  and  partly  by  nature,  although  art  must 
have  had  most  to  do  with  the  construction  of  such  vast 
subterranean  works.  They  lived  in  great  communities 
in  caverns,  and  they  had  long  tunnels  passing  from  one 
community  to  another.  Here  also  they  kept  their  cat¬ 
tle.  Some  of  these  people  have  survived  even  to  our 
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own  age  ;  for  Bruce,  the  Abyssinian  traveller,  saw  them 
in  Nubia. 

“The  earliest  writer  who  mentions  the  Troglodytes 
was  Agatharcides,  of  Cnidos.  According  to  him  they 
were  chiefly  herdsmen.  Their  food  was  the  flesh  of 
cattle,  and  their  drink  a  mixture  of  milk  and  blood. 
They  dressed  in  the  skins  of  cattle  ;  they  tattooed  their 
bodies.  They  were  very  swift  of  foot,  and  were  able 
to  run  down  wild  beasts  in  the  hunt.  They  were  also 
greatly  given  to  robbery,  and  caravans  passing  to  and 
fro  had  to  guard  against  them. 

“  One  feature  in  their  character  has  to  my  mind  a 
strange  significance,  and  that  is  their  feelings  with  re¬ 
gard  to  death.  It  was  not  the  Kosekin  love  of  death, 
yet  it  was  something  which  must  certainly  be  consid¬ 
ered  as  approximating  to  it.  For  Agatharcides  says 
that  in  their  burials  they  were  accustomed  to  fasten 
the  corpse  to  a  stake,  and  then  gathering  round,  to  pelt 
it  with  stones  amid  shouts  of  laughter  and  wild  merri¬ 
ment.  They  also  used  to  strangle  the  old  and  infirm, 
so  as  to  deliver  them  from  the  evils  of  life.  These 
Troglodytes,  then,  were  a  nation  of  cave-dwellers,  lov¬ 
ing  the  dark — not  exactly  loving  death,  yet  at  any  rate 
regarding  it  with  merriment  and  pleasure ;  and  so  I 
cannot  help  seeing  a  connection  between  them  and  the 
Kosekin.” 

“Yes,”  said  the  doctor, “but  how  did  they  get  to  the 
South  Pole  ?” 

“  That,”  said  Oxenden,  “  is  a  question  which  I  do  not 
feel  bound  to  answer.” 

“  Oh,  it  is  easy  enough  to  answer  that,”  said  Melick. 
“  They,  of  course,  dug  through  the  earth.” 

Oxenden  gave  a  groan. 

“I  think  I’ll  turn  in  for  the  night,”  said  he,  rising. 
Upon  this  the  others  rose  also  and  followed  his  example. 
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On  the  following  morning  the  calm  still  continued. 
None  of  the  party  rose  until  very  late,  and  then  over 
the  breakfast-table  they  discussed  the  manuscript  once 
more,  each  from  his  own  point  of  view,  Melick  still  as¬ 
serting  a  contemptuous  scepticism  —  Oxenden  and  the 
doctor  giving  reasons  for  their  faith,  and  Featherstone 
listening  without  saying  much  on  either  side. 

At  length  it  was  proposed  to  resume  the  reading  of 
the  manuscript,  which  task  would  now  devolve  upon 
Oxenden.  They  adjourned  to  the  deck,  where  all  dis¬ 
posed  themselves  in  easy  attitudes  to  listen  to  the  con¬ 
tinuation  of  More’s  narrative. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII 

A  VOYAGE  OVER  THE  POLE. 

The  discovery  of  our  love  had  brought  a  crisis  in 
our  fate  for  mo  and  Almah.  The  Kohen  hailed  it  with 
joy,  for  now  was  the  time  when  he  would  be  able  to 
present  us  to  the  Kohen  Gadol.  Our  doom  was  certain 
and  inevitable.  IVe  were  to  be  taken  to  the  amir  ;  we 
were  to  be  kept  until  the  end  of  the  dark  season,  and 
then  we  were  both  to  be  publicly  sacrificed.  After  this 
our  bodies  were  to  be  set  apart  for  the  hideous  rites  of 
the  Mista  Kosek.  Such  was  the  fate  that  lay  before  us. 

The  Kohen  was  now  anxious  to  take  us  to  the  amir. 
I  might  possibly  have  persuaded  him  to  postpone  our 
departure,  but  I  saw  no  use  in  that.  It  seemed  better 
to  go,  for  it  was  possible  that  amid  new  scenes  and 
among  new  people  there  might  be  hope.  This,  too, 
seemed  probable  to  Almah,  who  was  quite  anxious  to 
go.  The  Kohen  pressed  forward  the  preparations,  and 
at  length  a  galley  was  ready  for  us. 

This  galley  was  about  three  hundred  feet  in  length 
and  fifty  in  width,  but  not  more  than  six  feet  in  depth. 
It  was  like  a  long  raft.  The  rowers,  two  hundred  in 
number,  sat  on  a  level  with  the  water,  one  hundred  on 
each  side.  The  oars  were  small,  being  not  more  than 
twelve  feet  in  length,  but  made  of  very  light,  tough  ma¬ 
terial,  with  very  broad  blades.  The  galley  was  steered 
with  broad-bladed  paddles  at  both  ends.  There  was  no 
mast  or  sail.  Astern  was  a  light  poop,  surrounded  by  a 
pavilion,  and  forward  there  was  another.  At  the  bow 
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there  was  a  projecting  platform,  used  chiefly  in  fighting 
the  thannin ,  or  sea-monsters,  and  also  in  war.  There 
were  no  masts  or  flags  or  gay  streamers;  no  brilliant 
colors;  all  was  intensely  black,  and  the  ornaments  were 
of  the  same  hue. 

We  were  now  treated  with  greater  reverence  than 
ever,  for  we  were  looked  upon  as  the  recipients  of  the 
highest  honor  that  could  fall  to  any  of  the  Kosekin — 
namely,  the  envied  dignity  of  a  public  death.  As  we 
embarked  the  whole  city  lined  the  public  ways,  and 
watched  us  from  the  quays,  from  boats,  and  from  other 
galleys.  Songs  were  sung  by  a  chosen  choir  of  pau¬ 
pers,  and  to  the  sound  of  this  plaintive  strain  we  moved 
out  to  sea. 

“  This  will  be  a  great  journey  for  me,”  said  the  Kohen, 
as  we  left  the  port.  “  I  hope  to  be  made  a  pauper  at 
least,  and  perhaps  gain  the  honor  of  a  public  death.  I 
have  known  people  who  have  gained  death  for  less. 
There  was  an  Athon  last  year  who  attacked  a  pehmet 
with  forty  men  and  one  hundred  and  twenty  rowers. 
All  were  killed  or  drowned  except  himself.  In  reward 
for  this  he  gained  the  mudecheb,  or  death  recompense. 
In  addition  to  this  he  was  set  apart  for  the  Mista  ICosek.” 

“  Then,  with  you,  when  a  man  procures  the  death  of 
others  he  is  honored  ?” 

“Why,  yes;  how  could  it  be  otherwise?”  said  the 
Kohen.  “Is  it  not  the  same  with  you?  Have  you  not 
told  me  incredible  things  about  your  people,  among 
which  there  were  a  few  that  seemed  natural  and  intelli¬ 
gible?  Among  these  was  your  system  of  honoring 
above  all  men  those  who  procure  the  death  of  the  larg¬ 
est  number.  You,  with  your  pretended  fear  of  death, 
wish  to  meet  it  in  battle  as  eagerly  as  we  do,  and  your 
most  renowned  men  are  those  who  have  sent  most  to 
death.” 
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To  this  strange  remark  I  had  no  answer  to  make. 

The  air  out  at  sea  now  grew  chillier.  The  Kohen  no¬ 
ticed  it  also,  and  offered  me  his  cloak,  which  I  refused. 
He  seemed  surprised,  and  smiled. 

“You  are  growing  like  one  of  us,”  said  he.  “You 
will  soon  learn  that  the  greatest  happiness  in  life  is  to 
do  good  to  others  and  sacrifice  yourself.  You  already 
show  this  in  part.  When  you  are  with  Almah  you  act 
like  one  of  the  Kosekin.  You  watch  her  to  see  and  an¬ 
ticipate  her  slightest  wish;  you  are  eager  to  give  her 
everything.  She,  on  the  other  hand,  is  equally  eager 
to  give  up  all  to  you.  Each  one  of  you  is  willing  to  lay 
down  life  for  the  other.  You  would  gladly  rush  upon 
death  to  save  her  from  harm,  much  as  you  pretend  to 
fear  death;  and  so  I  see  that  with  Almah  you  will  soon 
learn  how  sweet  a  thing  death  may  be.” 

“  To  live  without  her,”  said  I,  “  would  be  so  bitter 
that  death  with  her  would  indeed  be  sweet.  If  I  could 
save  her  life  by  laying  down  my  own,  death  would  be 
sweeter  still;  and  not  one  of  you  Kosekin  would  meet 
it  so  gladly.” 

The  Kohen  smiled  joyously. 

“  Oh,  almighty  and  wondrous  power  of  Love  !”  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  “  how  thou  hast  transformed  this  foreigner  ! 
Oh,  Atam-or  !  you  will  soon  be  one  of  us  altogether. 
For  see,  how  is  it  now?  You  pretend  to  love  riches 
and  life,  and  yet  you  are  ready  to  give  up  everything 
for  Almah.” 

“  Gladly,  gladly  !”  I  exclaimed. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  “all  that  you  have  you  would  gladly 
lavish  on  her,  and  would  rejoice  to  make  yourself  a  pau¬ 
per  for  her  sweet  sake.  You  also  would  rejoice  equally 
to  give  up  life  for  her.  Is  it  not  so  ?” 

“  It  is,”  said  I. 

“  Then  I  see  by  this  that  Almah  has  awakened  within 
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you  your  true  human  nature.  Thus  far  it  has  lain  dor¬ 
mant;  it  has  been  concealed  under  a  thousand  false  and 
unnatural  habits,  arising  from  your  strange  native  cus¬ 
toms.  You  have  been  brought  up  under  some  frightful 
system,  where  nature  is  violated.  Here  among  us  your 
true  humanity  is  unfolded,  and  with  Almah  you  are  like 
the  Kosekin.  Soon  you  will  learn  new  lessons,  and  will 
find  out  that  there  is  a  new  and  a  final  self-abnegation 
in  perfect  love;  and  your  love  will  never  rest  till  you 
have  separated  yourself  from  Almah,  so  that  love  can 
have  its  perfect  work.” 

The  sea  now  opened  wide  before  us,' rising  up  high 
as  if  half-way  to  the  zenith,  giving  the  impression  of  a 
vast  ascent  to  endless  distances.  Around  the  shores 
spread  themselves,  with  the  shadowy  outlines  of  the 
mountains;  above  was  the  sky,  all  clear,  with  faint  au¬ 
rora-flashes  and  gleaming  stars.  Hand-in-hand  with 
Almah  I  stood  and  pointed  out  the  constellations  as  we 
marked  them,  while  she  told  me  of  the  different  divi¬ 
sions  known  among  the  Kosekin  as  well  as  her  own  peo¬ 
ple.  There,  high  in  the  zenith,  was  the  southern  polar- 
star,  not  exactly  at  the  pole,  nor  yet  of  very  great 
brightness,  but  still  sufficiently  noticeable. 

Looking  back,  we  saw,  low  down,  parts  of  the  Phoe¬ 
nix  and  the  Crane;  higher  up,  the  Toucana,  Hydrus, 
and  Pavo.  On  our  right,  low  down,  was  the  beautiful 
Altar;  higher  up,  the  Triangle;  while  on  the  left  were 
the  Sword-fish  and  the  Flying-fish.  Turning  to  look 
forward,  we  beheld  a  more  splendid  display.  Then, 
over  the  bow  of  the  vessel,  between  the  Centaur,  which 
lay  low,  and  Musca  Indica,  which  rose  high,  there  blazed 
the  bright  stars  of  the  Southern  Cross — a  constellation, 
if  not  the  brightest,  at  least  the  most  conspicuous  and 
attractive  in  all  the  heavens.  All  around  there  burned 
other  stars,  separated  widely.  Then,  over  the  stern, 
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gleamed  the  splendid  lustre  of  Achernar,  on  the  left  the 
brilliant  glow  of  a  Robur  and  Canopus,  and  low  down 
before  us  the  bright  light  of  Argo.  It  was  a  scene  full 
of  splendor  and  fascination.  After  a  time  a  change 
came  over  the  sky:  the  aurora-flashes,  at  first  faint, 
gradually  increased  in  brilliancy  till  the  stars  grew  dim, 
and  all  the  sky,  wherever  the  eye  might  turn  from  the 
horizon  to  the  zenith,  seemed  filled  with  lustrous  flames 
of  every  conceivable  hue.  Colossal  beams  radiated  from 
the  pole  towards  the  horizon  till  the  central  light  was 
dissipated,  and  there  remained  encircling  us  an  infinite 
colonnade  of  flaming  pillars  that  towered  to  the  stars. 
These  were  all  in  motion,  running  upon  one  another, 
incessantly  shifting  and  changing;  new  scenes  forever 
succeeded  to  old;  pillars  were  transformed  to  pyramids, 
pyramids  to  fiery  bars;  these  in  their  turn  were  trans¬ 
formed  to  other  shapes,  and  all  the  while  one  tint  of 
innumerable  hues  overspread  the  entire  circle  of  the 
sky. 

Our  voyage  occupied  several  joms  ;  but  our  progress 
was  continuous,  for  different  sets  of  rowers  relieved  one 
another  at  regular  intervals.  On  the  second  join  s, 
storm  broke  out.  The  sky  had  been  gathering  clouds 
during  sleeping-time,  and  when  we  awoke  we  found  the 
sea  all  lashed  to  fury,  while  all  around  the  darkness  was 
intense.  The  storm  grew  steadily  worse;  the  lightning 
flashed,  the  thunder  pealed,  and  at  length  the  sea  was 
so  heavy  that  rowing  was  impossible.  Upon  this  the 
oars  were  all  taken  in,  and  the  galley  lay  tossing  upon 
the  furious  sea,  amid  waves  that  continually  beat  upon 
her. 

And  now  a  scene  ensued  that  filled  me  with  amaze¬ 
ment,  and  took  away  all  my  thoughts  from  the  storm. 
It  seemed  impossible  that  so  frail  a  bark  could  stand 
the  fury  of  the  waves.  Destruction  was  inevitable,  and 
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I  was  expecting  to  see  the  usual  signs  of  grief  and  de¬ 
spair — wondering,  too,  liow  these  rowers  would  preserve 
their  subordination.  But  I  had  forgotten  in  my  excite¬ 
ment  the  strange  nature  of  the  Kosekin.  Instead  of 
terror  there  was  joy,  instead  of  wild  despair  there  was 
peace  and  serene  delight. 

The  lightning-flashes  revealed  a  wonderful  scene. 
There  were  all  the  rowers,  each  one  upon  his  seat,  and 
from  them  all  there  came  forth  a  chant  which  was  full 
of  triumph,  like  a  song  of  public  welcome  to  some  great 
national  hero,  or  a  song  of  joy  over  victory.  The  offi¬ 
cers  embraced  one  another  and  exchanged  words  of  de¬ 
light.  The  Kohen,  after  embracing  all  the  others,  turned 
to  me,  and,  forgetting  my  foreign  ways,  exclaimed,  in  a 
tone  of  enthusiastic  delight, 

“We  are  destroyed !  Death  is  near  !  Rejoice  !” 

Accustomed  as  I  was  to  the  perils  of  the  sea,  I  had 
learned  to  face  death  without  flinching.  Almah,  too, 
was  calm,  for  to  her  this  death  seemed  preferable  to 
that  darker  fate  which  awaited  us;  but  the  words  of  the 
Kohen  jarred  upon  my  feelings. 

“  Do  you  not  intend  to  do  anything  to  save  the  ship  ?” 
I  asked. 

He  laughed  joyously. 

“  There’s  no  occasion,”  said  he.  “  When  the  oars  are 
taken  in  we  always  begin  to  rejoice.  And  why  not? 
Death  is  near — it  is  almost  certain.  Why  should  we  do 
anything  to  distract  our  minds  and  mar  our  joy?  For 
oh,  dear  friend,  the  glorious  time  has  come  when  we  can 
give  up  life — life,  with  all  its  toils,  its  burdens,  its  end¬ 
less  bitternesses,  its  perpetual  evils.  Now  we  shall  have 
no  more  suffering  from  vexatious  and  oppressive  riches, 
from  troublesome  honors,  from  a  surplus  of  food,  from 
luxuries  and  delicacies,  and  all  the  ills  of  life.” 

“But  what  is  the  use  of  being  born  at  all?”  I  asked, 
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in  a  wonder  that  never  ceased  to  rise  at  every  fresh  dis¬ 
play  of  Kosekin  feeling. 

“  The  use  ?”  said  the  Kohen.  “  Why,  if  we  were  not 
born,  how  could  we  know  the  bliss  of  dying,  or  enjoy 
the  sweetness  of  death  ?  Death  is  the  end  of  being — 
the  one  sweet  hope  and  crown  and  glory  of  life,  the  one 
desire  and  hope  of  every  living  man.  The  blessing  is 
denied  to  none.  Rejoice  with  me,  oh  Atam-or !  you 
will  soon  know  its  blessedness  as  well  as  I.” 

He  turned  away.  I  held  Almah  in  my  arms,  and  we 
watched  the  storm  by  the  lightning-flashes  and  waited 
for  the  end.  But  the  end  came  not.  The  galley  was 
light,  broad,  and  buoyant  as  a  life-boat;  at  the  same 
time  it  was  so  strongly  constructed  that  there  was 
scarcely  any  twist  or  contortion  in  the  sinewy  fabric. 
So  we  floated  buoyantly  and  safely  upon  the  summit  of 
vast  waves,  and  a  storm  that  would  have  destroyed  a 
ship  of  the  European  fashion  scarcely  injured  this  in 
the  slightest  degree.  It  was  as  indestructible  as  a  raft 
and  as  buoyant  as  a  bubble;  so  we  rode  out  the  gale, 
and  the  death  which  the  Kosekin  invoked  did  not  come 
at  all. 

The  storm  was  but  short-lived;  the  clouds  dispersed, 
and  soon  went  scudding  over  the  sky;  the  sea  went 
down.  The  rowers  had  to  take  their  oars  once  more, 
and  the  reaction  that  followed  upon  their  recent  rejoic¬ 
ings  was  visible  in  universal  gloom  and  dejection.  As 
the  clouds  dispersed  the  aurora  lights  came  out  more 
splendid  than  ever,  and  showed  nothing  but  melancholy 
faces.  The  rowers  pulled  with  no  life  or  animation; 
the  officers  stood  about  sighing  and  lamenting ;  Almah 
and  I  were  the  only  ones  that  rejoiced  over  this  escape 
from  death. 

Joms  passed.  We  saw  other  sights;  we  met  with 
galleys  and  saw  many  ships  about  the  sea.  Some  were 
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moved  by  sails  only;  these  were  merchant  ships,  but 
they  had  only  square  sails,  and  could  not  sail  in  any 
other  way  than  before  the  wind.  Once  or  twice  I  caught 
glimpses  of  vast  shadowy  objects  in  the  air.  I  was 
startled  and  terrified;  for,  great  as  were  the  wonders  of 
this  strange  region,  I  had  not  yet  suspected  that  the  air 
itself  might  have  denizens  as  tremendous  as  the  land  or 
the  sea.  Yet  so  it  was,  and  afterwards  during  the  voy¬ 
age  I  saw  them  often.  One  in  particular  was  so  near 
that  I  observed  it  with  ease.  It  came  flying  along  in 
the  same  course  with  us,  at  a  height  of  about  fifty  feet 
from  the  water.  It  was  a  frightful  monster,  with  a  long 
body  and  vast  wings  like  those  of  a  bat.  Its  progress 
was  swift,  and  it  soon  passed  out  of  sight.  To  Almah 
the  monster  created  no  surprise  ;  she  was  familiar  with 
them,  and  told  me  that  they  were  very  abundant  here, 
but  that  they  never  were  known  to  attack  ships.  She 
informed  me  that  they  were  capable  of  being  tamed  if 
caught  when  young,  though  in  her  country  they  were 
never  made  use  of.  The  name  given  by  the  Kosekin  to 
these  monsters  is  athaleb. 

At  length  we  drew  near  to  our  destination.  We 
reached  a  large  harbor  at  the  end  of  a  vast  bay:  here 
the  mountains  extended  around,  and  before  us  there 
arose  terrace  after  terrace  of  twinkling  lights  running 
away  to  immense  distances.  It  looked  like  a  city  of  a 
million  inhabitants,  though  it  may  have  contained  far 
less  than  that.  By  the  brilliant  aurora  light  I  could  see 
that  it  was  in  general  shape  and  form  precisely  like  the 
city  that  we  had  left,  though  far  larger  and  more  popu¬ 
lous.  The  harbor  was  full  of  ships  and  boats  of  all 
sorts,  some  lying  at  the  stone  quays,  others  leaving 
port,  others  entering.  Galleys  passed  and  repassed,  and 
merchant  ships  with  their  clumsy  sails,  and  small  fish¬ 
ing-boats.  From  afar  arose  the  deep  hum  of  a  vast 
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multitude  and  the  low  roar  that  always  ascends  from 
a  populous  city. 

The  galley  hauled  alongside  her  wharf,  and  we  found 
ourselves  at  length  in  the  mighty  amir  of  the  Kosekin. 
The  Kolien  alone  landed ;  the  rest  remained  on  hoard, 
and  Almah  and  I  with  them. 

Other  galleys  were  here.  On  the  wharf  workmen 
were  moving  about.  Just  beyond  were  caverns  that 
looked  like  warehouses.  Above  these  was  a  terraced 
street,  where  a  vast  multitude  moved  to  and  fro — a  liv¬ 
ing  tide  as  crowded  and  as  busy  as  that  in  Cheapside. 

After  what  seemed  a  long  time  the  Kohen  returned. 
This  time  he  came  with  a  number  of  people,  all  of 
whom  were  in  cars  drawn  by  opkuks.  Half  were  men 
and  half  women.  These  came  aboard,  and  it  seemed  as 
though  we  were  to  be  separated;  for  the  women  took 
Almah,  while  the  men  took  me. 

Upon  this  I  entreated  the  Kohen  not  to  separate  us. 
I  informed  him  that  we  were  both  of  a  different  race 
from  his,  that  we  did  not  understand  their  ways;  we 
should  be  miserable  if  separated. 

I  spoke  long  and  with  all  the  entreaty  possible  to  one 
with  my  limited  acquaintance  with  the  language.  My 
words  evidently  impressed  them :  some  of  them  even 
wept. 

“You  make  us  sad,”  said  the  Kohen.  “Willingly 
would  we  do  everything  that  you  bid,  for  we  are  your 
slaves  ;  but  the  state  law  prevents.  Still,  in  your  case, 
the  law  will  be  modified;  for  you  are  in  such  honor 
here  that  you  may  be  considered  as  beyond  the  laws. 
For  the  present,  at  least,  we  cannot  separate  you.” 

These  words  brought  much  ‘consolation.  After  this 
we  landed,  and  Almah  and  I  were  still  together. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE  WONDEES  OF  THE  “  AMIE.” 

We  were  drawn  on  cars  up  to  the  first  terraced  street, 
and  here  we  found  the  vast  multitude  whieh  we  had 
seen  from  a  distance.  Crossing  this  street,  we  ascended 
and  came  to  another  precisely  like  it;  then,  still  going 
on,  we  came  to  a  third.  Here  there  was  an  immense 
space,  not  overgrown  with  trees  like  the  streets,  hut  per¬ 
fectly  open.  In  the  midst  arose  a  lofty  pyramid,  and 
as  I  looked  at  it  I  could  not  refrain  from  shuddering; 
for  it  looked  like  the  public  altar,  upon  which  in  due 
time  I  should  be  compelled  to  make  my  appearance,  and 
be  offered  up  as  a  victim  to  the  terrific  superstitions  of 
the  Kosekin. 

Crossing  this  great  square,  we  came  to  a  vast  portal, 
which  opened  into  a  cavern  with  twinkling  lights.  The 
city  itself  extended  above  this,  for  we  could  see  the  ter¬ 
raced  streets  rising  above  our  heads;  but  here  our  prog¬ 
ress  ended  at  the  great  cavern  in  the  chief  square,  oppo¬ 
site  the  pyramid. 

On  entering  the  cavern  we  traversed  an  antechamber, 
and  then  passing  on  we  reached  a  vast  dome,  of  dimen¬ 
sions  so  great  that  I  could  perceive  no  end  in  that  gloom. 
The  twinkling  lights  served  only  to  disclose  the  dark¬ 
ness  and  to  indicate  the  immensity  of  the  cavern.  In 
the  midst  there  arose  two  enormous  columns,  which 
were  lost  in  the  gloom  above. 

It  was  only  by  passing  through  this  that  we  learned 
its  great  extent.  We  at  length  came  to  the  other  end, 
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and  here  we  saw  numerous  passages  leading  away.  The 
Kohen  led  us  through  one  of  these,  and  after  pass¬ 
ing  through  several  other  domes  of  smaller  dimensions 
we  at  length  reached  an  apartment  where  we  stopped. 
This  place  was  furnished  with  couches  and  hangings, 
and  lighted  with  flaming  lamps.  The  light  was  dis¬ 
tressing  to  those  who  had  accompanied  us,  and  many 
of  them  left,  while  the  few  who  remained  had  to  cover 
their  eyes.  Here  we  found  that  all  preparations  had 
been  made.  The  apartments  were  all  illuminated, 
though  our  love  of  light  never  ceased  to  be  a  matter  of 
amazement  to  the  Kosekin,  and  a  bounteous  repast  was 
spread  for  us.  But  the  Kohen  and  the  others  found  the 
light  intolerable,  and  soon  left  us  to  ourselves. 

After  the  repast  some  women  appeared  to  take  Almah 
to  her  chamber,  and,  with  the  usual  kindness  of  the  Ko¬ 
sekin,  they  assured  her  that  she  would  not  be  expected 
to  obey  the  law  of  separation,  but  that  she  was  to  remain 
here,  where  she  would  be  always  within  reach  of  me. 

After  her  departure  there  came  to  visit  one  the  lowest 
man  in  all  the  land  of  the  Kosekin,  though,  according 
to  our  view,  he  would  be  esteemed  the  highest.  This 
was  the  Kohen  Gadol.  His  history  had  already  been 
told  me.  I  had  learned  that  through  lack  of  Kosekin 
virtue  he  had  gradually  sunk  to  this  position,  and  now 
was  compelled  to  hold  in  his  hands  more  wealth,  power, 
and  display  than  any  other  man  in  the  nation. 

He  was  a  man  of  singular  appearance.  The  light  was 
not  so  troublesome  to  him  as  to  the  others — he  merely 
kept  his  eyes  shaded;  but  he  regarded  me  with  a  keen 
look  of  inquiry  that  was  suggestive  of  shrewdness  and 
cunning.  I  confess  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  relief  that 
I  made  this  discovery;  for  I  longed  to  find  some  one 
among  this  singular  people  who  was  selfish,  who  feared 
death,  who  loved  life,  who  loved  riches,  and  had  some- 
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thing  in  common  with  me.  This  I  thought  I  perceived 
in  the  shrewd,  cunning  face  of  the  Kohen  Gadol,  and  I 
was  glad;  for  I  saw  that  while  he  could  not  possibly  be 
more  dangerous  to  me  than  those  self-sacrificing,  self- 
denying  cannibals  whom  I  had  thus  far  known,  he  might 
prove  of  some  assistance,  and  might  help  me  to  devise 
means  of  escape.  If  I  could  only  find  some  one  who 
was  a  coward,  and  selfish  and  avaricious — if  this  Kohen 
Gadol  could  but  be  he — how  much  brighter  my  life 
would  be  !  And  so  there  happened  to  me  an  incredible 
thing,  that  my  highest  wish  was  now  to  find  in  the  Ko¬ 
hen  Gadol  cowardice,  avarice,  and  selfishness. 

The  Kohen  was  accompanied  by  a  young  female,  rich¬ 
ly  attired,  whom  I  afterwards  learned  to  be  his  daugh¬ 
ter.  Her  name  was  Layelah,  and  she  filled  the  office  of 
Malca ,  which  signifies  queen;  and  though  honorable 
with  us  above  all,  is  among  the  Ivosekin  the  lowest  in 
the  land.  Layelah  was  so  beautiful  that  I  looked  at  her 
in  amazement.  She  was  very  tall  for  one  of  the  Kose- 
kin,  which  made  her  stature  equal  to  that  of  an  ordi¬ 
nary  girl  with  us;  her  hair  was  rich,  dark,  and  luxuri¬ 
ant,  gathered  about  her  head  in  great  masses  and  bound 
by  a  golden  band.  Her  features  were  delicate  and  per¬ 
fect  in  their  outline;  her  expression  was  noble  and  com¬ 
manding.  Her  eyes  were  utterly  unlike  those  of  the 
other  Kosekin;  the  upper  lids  had  a  slight  droop,  but 
that  was  all,  and  that  was  the  nearest  approach  to  the 
national  blink.  Her  first  entrance  into  the  room  seemed 
to  dazzle  her,  and  she  shaded  her  eyes  for  a  few  mo¬ 
ments,  but  after  that  she  looked  at  me  fixedly,  and 
seemed  to  suffer  no  more  inconvenience  than  I  did. 
The  perfect  liberty  of  women  among  the  Kosekin  made 
this  visit  from  her  quite  as  natural  as  that  of  her  father; 
and  though  she  said  but  little  on  this  occasion,  she  was 
an  attentive  listener  and  close  observer.  • 
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Their  visit  was  long,  for  they  were  evidently  full  of 
curiosity.  They  had  heard  much  about  me  and  wished 
to  see  more.  It  was  the  first  time  that  I  had  found  among 
the  Kosekin  the  slightest  desire  to  know  where  I  had 
come  from.  Hitherto  all  had  been  content  with  the 
knowledge  that  I  was  a  foreigner.  How,  however,  I 
found  in  the  Kohen  Gadol  and  Layelah  a  curiosity  that 
was  most  eager  and  intense.  They  questioned  me  about 
my  country,  about  the  great  world  beyond  the  moun¬ 
tains,  about  the  way  in  which  I  had  come  here,  about 
the  manners  and  customs  of  my  countrymen.  They 
were  eager  to  know  about  those  great  nations  of  which 
I  spoke,  who  loved  light  and  life;  about  men  who  loved 
themselves  better  than  others;  of  that  world  where  men 
feared  death  and  loved  life,  and  sought  after  riches  and 
lived  in  the  light. 

The  sleeping-time  came  and  passed,  and  my  visitors 
were  still  full  of  eager  questionings.  It  was  Layelah 
who  at  last  thought  of  the  lateness  of  the  hour.  At  a 
word  from  her  the  Kohen  Gadol  rose,  with  many  apolo¬ 
gies,  and  prepared  to  go.  But  before  he  left  he  said  : 

“  When  I  was  a  child  I  was  shipwrecked,  and  was 
taken  up  by  a  ship  which  conveyed  me  to  a  nation  be¬ 
yond  the  sea.  There  I  grew  np  to  manhood.  I  learned 
their  language  and  manners  and  customs,  and  when  I 
returned  home  I  found  myself  an  alien  here.  I  do  not 
love  darkness  or  death,  I  do  not  hate  riches,  and  the  re¬ 
sult  is  that  I  am  what  I  am.  If  I  were  like  the  rest  of 
my  countrymen,  my  lot  would  make  me  miserable;  but 
as  it  is  I  prefer  it  to  any  other,  and  consider  myself  not 
the  lowest  but  the  greatest  in  the  land.  My  daughter 
is  like  me,  and  instead  of  being  ashamed  of  her  station 
she  is  proud  of  it,  and  would  not  give  it  up  even  to  be¬ 
come  a  pauper.  I  will  see  you  again.  I  have  much  to 
say.” 
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With  these  words  the  Kohen  Gadol  retired,  followed 
by  Layelah,  leaving  me  more  hopeful  than  I  had  been 
for  a  long  time. 

For  many  joins  following  I  received  visits  from  the 
Kohen  Gadol  and  from  Layelah.  Almah  was  with  me 
until  sleeping-time,  and  then  these  other  visitors  would 
come.  In  this,  at  least,  they  resembled  the  other  Kose- 
kiu,  that  they  never  dreamed  of  interfering  with  Almah 
when  she  might  wish  to  be  with  me.  Their  visits  were 
always  long,  and  we  had  much  to  say;  but  what  I  lost 
of  sleep  I  always  made  up  on  the  following  jom.  The 
Kohen  Gadol,  with  his  keen,  shrewd  face,  interested  me 
greatly;  but  Layelah,  with  her  proud  face  and  air  of 
command,  was  a  positive  wonder. 

I  soon  learned  that  the  Kohen  Gadol  was  what  we 
term  “  a  man  of  advanced  views,”  or  perhaps  a  “  Re¬ 
former,”  or  a  “  Philosophic  Radical,”  it  matters  not 
which;  suffice  it  to  say  that  his  ideas  and  feelings  dif¬ 
fered  from  those  of  his  nation,  and  if  carried  out  would 
be  equal  to  a  revolution  in  politics  and  morals. 

The  Kohen  Gadol  advocated  selfishness  as  the  true 
law  of  life,  without  which  no  state  can  prosper.  There 
were  a  few  of  similar  views,  but  they  were  all  regarded 
with  great  contempt  by  the  multitude,  and  had  to  suffer 
the  utmost  rigor  of  the  law ;  for  they  were  all  endowed 
with  vast  wealth,  compelled  to  live  in  the  utmost  splen¬ 
dor  and  luxury,  to  have  enormous  retinues,  and  to  wield 
the  chief  power  in  politics  and  in  religion.  Even  this, 
however,  had  not  changed  the  sentiments  of  the  con¬ 
demned,  and  I  learned  that  they  were  laboring  inces¬ 
santly,  notwithstanding  their  severe  punishment,  to  dis¬ 
seminate  their  peculiar  doctrines.  These  were  formu¬ 
lated  as  follows  : 

1.  A  man  should  not  love  others  better  than  himself. 

2.  Life  is  not  an  evil  to  be  got  rid  of. 
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3.  Other  things  are  to  be  preferred  to  death.  . 

4.  Poverty  is  not  the  best  state  for  man. 

5.  Unrequited  love  is  not  the  greatest  happiness. 

6.  Lovers  may  sometimes  marry. 

V.  To  serve  is  not  more  honorable  than  to  command. 

8.  Defeat  is  not  more  glorious  than  victory. 

9.  To  save  a  life  should  not  be  regarded  as  a  criminal  offence. 

10.  The  paupers  should  be  forced  to  take  a  certain  amount  of  wealth, 
to  relieve  the  necessities  of  the  rich. 

These  articles  were  considered  both  by  the  Kohen 
Gadol  and  by  Layelah  to  be  remarkable  for  their  au¬ 
dacity,  and  were  altogether  too  advanced  for  reception 
by  any  except  the  chosen  few.  With  the  multitude  he 
had  to  deal  differently,  and  had  to  work  his  way  by  con¬ 
cealing  his  opinions.  He  had  made  a  great  conspiracy, 
in  which  he  was  still  engaged,  and  had  gained  immense 
numbers  of  adherents  by  allowing  them  to  give  him  their 
whole  wealth.  Through  his  assistance  many  Athons 
and  Kohens  and  Meleks  had  become  artisans,  laborers, 
and  even  paupers;  but  all  were  bound  by  him  to  the 
strictest  secrecy.  If  any  one  should  divulge  the  secret, 
it  would  be  ruin  to  him  and  to  many  others  ;  for  they 
would  at  once  be  punished  by  the  bestowal  of  the  ex- 
tremest  wealth,  by  degradation  to  the  rank  of  rulers  and 
commanders,  and  by  the  severest  rigors  of  luxury,  power, 
splendor,  and  magnificence  known  among  the  Kosekin. 
Overwhelmed  thus  with  the  cares  of  government,  crushed 
under  the  weight  of  authority  and  autocratic  rule,  sur¬ 
rounded  by  countless  slaves  all  ready  to  die  for  them, 
their  lives  would  be  embittered  and  their  punishment 
would  be  more  than  they  could  bear.  But  the  philo¬ 
sophic  Kohen  Gadol  dared  all  these  punishments,  and 
pursued  his  way  calmly  and  pertinaciously. 

Nothing  surprised  the  Kohen  Gadol  so  much  as  the 
manner  in  which  I  received  his  confidences.  He  half  ex¬ 
pected  to  startle  me  by  his  boldness,  but  was  himself  con- 
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founded  by  my  words.  I  told  him  that  in  my  country 
self  was  the  chief  consideration,  self-preservation  the  law 
of  nature;  death  the  King  of  Terrors;  wealth  the  object 
of  universal  search,  poverty  the  worst  of  evils;  unre¬ 
quited  love  nothing  less  than  anguish  and  despair;  to 
command  others  the  highest  glory;  victory,  honor;  de¬ 
feat,  intolerable  shame;  and  other  things  of  the  same 
6ort,  all  of  which  sounded  in  his  ears,  as  he  said,  with 
such  tremendous  force  that  they  were  like  peals  of  thun¬ 
der.  He  shook  his  head  despondently;  he  could  not  be¬ 
lieve  that  such  views  as  mine  could  ever  be  attained  to 
among  the  Kosekin.  But  Layelah  was  bolder,  and  with 
all  a  woman’s  impetuosity  grasped  at  my  fullest  mean¬ 
ing  and  held  it  firm. 

“  He  is  right,”  said  Layelah  —  “  the  heaven-born 
Atam-or.  He  shall  be  our  teacher.  The  rich  shall  be 
esteemed,  the  poor  shall  be  down- trodden;  to  rule  over 
others  shall  be  glorious,  to  serve  shall  be  base;  victory 
shall  be  an  honor,  defeat  a  shame;  selfishness,  self-seek¬ 
ing,  luxury,  and  indulgence  shall  be  virtues;  poverty, 
want,  and  squalor  shall  be  things  of  abhorrence  and 
contempt.” 

The  face  of  Layelah  glowed  with  enthusiasm  as  she 
said  these  words,  and  I  saw  in  her  a  daring,  intrepid,  and 
high-hearted  woman,  full  of  a  woman’s  headlong  impetu¬ 
osity  and  disregard  of  consequences.  In  me  she  saw 
one  who  seemed  to  her  like  a  prophet  and  teacher  of  a 
new  order  of  things,  and  her  whole  soul  responded  to 
the  principles  which  I  announced.  It  required  immense 
strength  of  mind  and  firmness  of  soul  to  separate  herself 
from  the  prevalent  sentiment  of  her  nation;  and  though 
nature  had  done  much  for  her  in  giving  her  a  larger 
portion  of  original  selfishness  than  was  common  to  her 
people,  still  she  was  a  child  of  the  Kosekin,  and  her  dar¬ 
ing  was  all  the  more  remarkable.  And  so  she  went 
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further  than  her  father,  and  adopted  my  extreme  views 
when  he  shrank  back,  and  dared  more  unflinchingly  the 
extremest  rigors  of  the  national  law,  and  all  that  the 
Kosekin  could  inflict  in  the  wTay  of  wealth,  luxury,  su¬ 
preme  command,  palatial  abodes,  vast  retinues  of  slaves, 
and  the  immense  degradation  of  the  queenly  office. 

I  spoke  to  her  in  a  warning  voice  about  her  rashness. 

“Oh,”  said  she,  “1  have  counted  the  cost,  and  am 
ready  to  accept  all  that  they  can  inflict.  I  embrace  the 
good  cause,  and  will  not  give  it  up — no,  not  even  if  they 
could  increase  my  wealth  a  thousand-fold,  and  sentence 
me  to  live  a  hundred  seasons.  I  can  bear  their  utmost 
inflictions  of  wealth,  power,  magnificence;  I  could  even 
bear  being  condemned  to  live  forever  in  the  light.  Oh, 
my  friend,  it  is  the  conviction  of  right  and  the  support 
of  conscience  that  strengthens  one  to  bear  the  greatest 
evils  that  man  can  inflict.” 

From  these  words  it  was  evident  to  me  that  Lavelah 

4/ 

was  a  true  child  of  the  Kosekin;  for  though  she  was  of 
advanced  sentiments  she  still  used  the  language  of  her 
people,  and  spoke  of  the  punishments  of  the  law  as 
though  they  were  punishments  in  reality.  Now,  to  me 
and  to  Almah  these  so-called  punishments  seemed  re¬ 
wards. 

It  was  impossible  for  me  to  avoid  feeling  a  very 
strong  regard  for  this  enthusiastic  and  beautiful  girl; 
all  the  more,  indeed,  because  she  evinced  such  an  undis¬ 
guised  admiration  for  me.  She  evidently  considered  me 
some  superior  being,  from  some  superior  race;  and  al¬ 
though  my  broken  and  faulty  wray  of  speaking  the  lan¬ 
guage  was  something  of  a  trial,  still  she  seemed  to  con¬ 
sider  every  word  I  uttered  as  a  maxim  of  the  highest 
wisdom.  The  tritest  of  truths,  the  commonest  of  plati¬ 
tudes,  the  most  familiar  of  proverbs  or  old  saws  current 
among  us  were  eagerly  seized  by  Layelah,  and  accepted 
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as  truths  almost  divine — as  new  doctrines  for  the  guid¬ 
ance  of  the  human  race.  These  she  would  discuss  with 
me;  she  would  put  them  into  better  and  more  striking 
language,  and  ask  for  my  opinion.  Then  she  would 
write  them  down. 

For  the  Kosekin  knew  the  art  of  writing.  They  had 
an  alphabet  of  their  own,  which  was  at  once  simple  and 
very  scientific.  There  were  no  vowels,  but  only  conso¬ 
nant  sounds,  the  vowels  being  supplied  in  reading,  just 
as  if  one  should  write  the  words  fthr  or  dghtr ,  and  read 
them  father  and  daughter.  Their  letters  were  as  fol¬ 
lows:  P,  K,  T,  B,  G,  D,  F,  Oh,  Th,  M,  L,  1ST,  S,  H,  R. 
There  were  also  three  others,  which  have  no  equivalents 
in  English. 

It  soon  became  evident  to  me  that  Layelah  had  a  com¬ 
plete  ascendency  over  her  father;  that  she  was  not  only 
the  Malea  of  the  amir ,  but  the  presiding  spirit  and  the 
chief  administrative  genius  of  the  whole  nation  of  the 
Kosekin.  She  seemed  to  be  a  new  Semiramis — one  who 
might  revolutionize  an  empire  and  introduce  a  new  or¬ 
der  of  things.  Such,  indeed,  was  her  high  ambition,  and 
she  plainly  avowed  it  to  me;  but  what  was  more,  she 
frankly  informed  me  that  she  regarded  me  as  a  Heaven¬ 
sent  teacher — as  one  who  in  this  darkness  could  tell  her 
of  the  nations  of  light — who  could  instruct  her  in  the 
wisdom  of  other  and  greater  races,  and  help  her  to  ac¬ 
complish  her  grand  designs. 

As  for  Almah,  she  seemed  quite  beneath  the  notice  of 
the  aspiring  Layelah.  She  never  noticed  her,  she  never 
spoke  of  her,  and  she  always  mado  her  visits  to  me  after 
Almah  had  gone. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

THE  DAEK  MAIDEN  LAYELAH. 

Layelah  at  length  began  to  make  pointed  remarks 
about  Almah. 

“She  loves  you,”  said  she,  “and  you  love  her.  How 
is  it  that  you  do  not  give  each  other  up  ?” 

“I  would  die  rather  than  give  up  Almah,”  said  I. 

Layelah  smiled.  “  That  sounds  strange  to  the  Kose- 
kin,”  said  she,  “  for  here  to  give  up  your  love  and  to  die 
are  both  esteemed  the  greatest  possible  blessings.  But 
Almah  should  give  you  up.  It  is  the  women  with  us 
who  make  the  beginning.  Women  generally  fall  in 
love  first,  and  it  is  expected  that  they  will  tell  their  love 
first.  The  delicacy  of  a  woman’s  feelings  makes  this 
natural,  for  if  a  man  tells  his  love  to  a  woman  who  does 
not  love  him,  it  shocks  her  modesty;  while  if  a  woman 
tells  a  man,  he  has  no  modesty  to  shock.” 

“  That  is  strange,”  said  I;  “  but  suppose  the  man  does 
not  love  the  woman  ?” 

“Why,  no  woman  wants  to  be  loved;  she  only  wants 
to  love.” 

At  this  I  felt  somewhat  bewildered. 

“  That,”  said  Layelah,”  is  unrequited  love,  which  is 
the  chief  blessing  here,  though  for  my  part  I  am  a 
philosopher,  and  would  wish  when  I  love  to  be  loved  in 
return.” 

“And  then,”  said  I,  “if  so,  would  you  give  up  your 
lover,  in  accordance  with  the  custom  of  your  country  ?” 

Layelah’s  dark  eyes  rested  on  me  for  a  moment  with 
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a  glance  of  intense  earnestness  and  profound  meaning. 
She  drew  a  long  breath,  and  then  said,  in  a  low  and 
tremulous  voice, 

“Never  !” 

,  Layelah  was  constantly  with  me,  and  at  length  used 
to  come  at  an  earlier  time,  when  Almah  was  present. 
Her  manner  towards  Almah  was  full  of  the  usual  Kose- 
kin  courtesy  and  gracious  cordiality.  She  was  still  in¬ 
tent  upon  learning  from  me  the  manners,  customs,  and 
principles  of  action  of  the  race  to  which  I  belonged. 
She  had  an  insatiable  thirst  for  knowledge,  and  her  curi¬ 
osity  extended  to  all  those  great  inventions  which  are 
the  wonder  of  Christendom.  Locomotives  and  steam¬ 
boats  were  described  to  her  under  the  names  of  “  horses 
of  fire”  and  “ships  of  fire;”  printing  was  “letters  of 
power;”  the  electric  telegraph  “  messages  of  lightning;” 
the  organ  “  lute  of  giants,”  and  so  on.  Yet,  in  spite  of 
the  eagerness  with  which  she  made  her  inquiries,  and 
the  diligence  with  which  she  noted  all  down,  I  could  see 
that  there  was  in  her  mind  something  lying  beneath  it 
all — a  far  more  earnest  purpose,  and  a  far  more  personal 
one,  than  the  pursuit  of  useful  knowledge. 

Layelah  was  watchful  of  Almah;  she  seemed  studying 
her  to  see  how  far  this  woman  of  another  race  differed 
from  the  Kosekin.  She  would  often  turn  from  me  and 
talk  with  Almah  for  a  long  time,  questioning  her  about 
her  people  and  their  ways.  Almah’s  manner  was  some¬ 
what  reserved,  and  it  was  rendered  somewhat  more  so 
from  the  fact  that  her  mind  was  always  full  of  the  pros¬ 
pect  of  our  impending  doom.  Each  jom,  as  it  came  and 
went,  brought  us  nearer  to  that  awful  time,  and  the  hour 
was  surely  coming  when  we  should  be  taken  to  the  outer 
square  and  to  the  top  of  the  pyramid  of  sacrifice. 

Once  Layelah  sat  for  some  time  silent  and  involved 
in  thought.  At  length  she  began  to  speak  to  me. 
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“Almah,”  said  slie,  “is  very  different  from  us.  She 
loves  you  and  you  love  her.  She  ought  to  give  you  up. 
Almah,  you  ought  to  give  up  Atam-or,  since  you  love 
him.” 

Almah  looked  confused,  and  made  some  reply  to  the 
effect  that  she  belonged  to  a  different  race  with  different 
customs. 

“But  you  should  follow  our  customs.  You  are  one 
of  us  now.  You  can  easily  find  another  who  will  take 
him.” 

Almah  threw  a  piteous  glance  at  me  and  said  noth¬ 
ing. 

“I,”  said  Layelah,  “  will  take  him.” 

She  spoke  these  words  with  an  air  of  magnanimity,  as 
though  putting  it  in  the  light  of  a  favor  to  Almah;  but 
Almah  did  not  make  any  reply,  and  after  some  silence 
Layelah  spoke  of  something  else. 

Not  long  after  we  were  alone  together,  and  Layelah 
returned  to  the  subject.  She  referred  to  Almah’s  want 
of  sympathy  with  the  manners  of  the  Kosekin,  and  as¬ 
serted  that  she  ought  to  aim  after  a  separation. 

“  I  love  her,”  said  I,  with  great  warmth,  “  and  will 
never  give  her  up.” 

“But  she  must  give  you  up;  it  is  the  woman’s  place 
to  take  the  first  step.  I  should  be  willing  to  take  you.” 

As  Layelah  said  this  she  looked  at  me  very  earnestly, 
as  if  anxious  to  see  how  I  accepted  this  offer.  I  loved 
Almah,  but  Layelah  also  was  most  agreeable,  and  I  liked 
her  very  much ;  indeed,  so  much  so  that  I  could  not  bear 
to  say  anything  that  might  hurt  her  feelings.  Among 
all  the  Kosekin  there  was  not  one  who  was  not  infinitely 
inferior  to  her  in  my  eyes.  Still,  I  loved  Almah,  and  I 
told  her  so  again,  thinking  that  in  this  way  I  might  re¬ 
pel  her  without  giving  offence. 

But  Layelah  wTas  quite  ready  with  her  reply. 
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“  If  you  love  Almah,”  said  she,  “  that  is  the  very  rea¬ 
son  why  you  should  marry  me.” 

This  made  me  feel  more  embarrassed  than  ever. 

I  stammered  something  about  my  own  feelings — the 
manners  and  customs  of  my  race — and  the  fear  that  I 
had  of  acting  against  my  own  principles.  “  Besides,”  I 
added,  “  I’m  afraid  it  would  make  you  unhappy.” 

“  Oh,  no,”  said  Layelah,  briskly;  “  on  the  contrary,  it 
would  make  me  very  happy  indeed.” 

I  began  to  be  more  and  more  aghast  at  this  tremen¬ 
dous  frankness,  and  was  utterly  at  a  loss  what  to  say. 

“My  father,”  continued  Layelah,  “is  different  from 
the  other  Kosekin,  and  so  am  I.  I  seek  requital  for 
love,  and  do  not  think  it  an  evil.” 

A  sudden  thought  now  suggested  itself,  and  I  caught 
at  it  as  a  last  resort. 

“  You  have,”  said  I,  “  some  lover  among  the  Kosekin. 
Why  do  you  not  marry  him  ?” 

Layelah  smiled. 

“  I  have  no  lover  that  I  love,”  said  she,  “  among  the 
Kosekin.” 

My  feeble  effort  was  thus  a  miserable  failure.  I  was 
about  saying  something  concerning  the  Kosekin  alpha¬ 
bet,  or  something  else  of  an  equally  appropriate  nature, 
when  she  prevented  me. 

“  Atam-or,”  said  she,  in  a  low  voice. 

“  Layelah,”  said  I,  with  my  mind  full  of  confusion. 

“  I  love  you!” 

She  sat  looking  at  me  with  her  beautiful  face  all 
aglow,  her  dark  eyes  fixed  on  mine  with  an  intense  and 
eager  gaze.  I  looked  at  her  and  said  not  one  single 
word.  Layelah  was  the  first  to  break  the  awkward 
silence. 

“You  love  Almah,  Atam-or;  but  say,  do  you  not  love 
me?  You  smile  at  me,  you  meet  me  always  when  I 
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come  with  warm  greetings,  and  you  seem  to  enjoy  your¬ 
self  in  my  society.  Say,  Atam-or,  do  you  not  love  me  ?” 

This  was  a  perilous  and  a  tremendous  moment.  The 
fact  is,  I  did  like  Layelah  very  much  indeed,  and  I 
wanted  to  tell  her  so;  but  my  ignorance  of  the  language 
did  not  allow  me  to  observe  those  nice  distinctions  of 
meaning  between  the  words  “  like  ”  and  “  love.”  I 
knew  no  other  word  than  the  one  Ivosekin  word  mean¬ 
ing  “  love,”  and  could  not  think  of  any  meaning  “  like.” 
It  was,  therefore,  a  very  trying  position  for  me. 

“Dear  Layelah,”  said  I,  floundering  and  stammering 
in  my  confusion,  I  love  you;  I — ” 

But  here  I  wTas  interrupted  without  waiting  for  any 
further  words;  the  beautiful  creature  flung  her  arms 
around  me  and  clung  to  me  with  a  fond  embrace.  As 
for  me,  I  was  utterly  confounded,  bewildered,  and  des¬ 
perate.  I  thought  of  my  darling  Almah,  whom  alone  I 
loved.  It  seemed  at  that  moment  as  though  I  was  not 
only  false  to  her,  but  as  if  I  was  even  endangering  her 
life.  My  only  thought  now  was  to  clear  up  my  meaning. 

“  Dear  Layelah,”  said  I,  as  I  sat  with  her  arms  around 
me,  and  with  my  own  around  her  slender  waist,  “  I  do 
not  want  to  hurt  your  feelings.” 

“  Oh,  Atam-or  !  oh,  my  love  !  never,  never  did  I  know 
such  bliss  as  this.” 

Here  again  I  was  overwhelmed,  but  I  still  persisted  in 
my  effort. 

“Dear  Layelah,”  said  I,  “I  love  Almah  most  dearly 
and  most  tenderly.” 

“  Oh,  Atam-or,  why  speak  of  that  ?  I  know  it  well, 
and  so  by  our  Kosekin  law  you  give  her  up;  among  us 
lovers  never  marry.  So  you  take  me,  your  own  Layelah, 
and  you  will  have  me  for  your  bride;  and  my  love  for 
you  is  ten  thousand  times  stronger  than  that  of  the  cold 
and  melancholy  Almah.  She  may  marry  my  papa.” 
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This  suggestion  filled  me  with  dismay. 

“Oh,  no,”  said  I.  “Never,  never  will  I  give  up 
Almah  !” 

“Certainly  not,”  said  Layelah;  “you  do  not  give  her 
up — she  gives  you  up.” 

“  She  never  will,”  said  I. 

“  Oh,  yes,”  said  Layelah,  “  I  will  tell  her  that  you 
wish  it.” 

“I  do  not  wish  it,”  said  I.  “I  love  her,  and  will 
never  give  her  up.” 

“It’s  all  the  same,”  said  Layelah.  “You  cannot 
marry  her  at  all.  No  one  will  marry  you.  You  and 
Almah  are  victims,  and  the  state  has  given  you  the 
matchless  honor  of  death.  Common  people  who  love 
one  another  may  marry  if  they  choose,  and  take  the 
punishment  which  the  law  assigns;  but  illustrious  vic¬ 
tims  who  love  cannot  marry,  and  so,  my  Atam-or,  you 
have  only  me.” 

I  need  not  say  that  all  this  was  excessively  embarrass¬ 
ing.  I  was  certainly  fond  of  Layelah,  and  liked  her  too 
much  to  hurt  her  feelings.  Had  I  been  one  of  the 
Kosekin  I  might  perhaps  have  managed  better;  but  be¬ 
ing  a  European,  a  man  of  the  Aryan  race — being  such, 
and  sitting  there  with  the  beautiful  Layelah  lavishing 
all  her  affections  upon  me — why,  it  stands  to  reason  that 
I  could  not  have  the  heart  to  wound  her  feelings  in  any 
way.  I  was  taken  at  an  utter  disadvantage.  Never  in 
my  life  had  I  heard  of  women  taking  the  initiative. 
Layelah  had  proposed  to  me;  she  would  not  listen  to  re¬ 
fusal,  and  I  had  not  the  heart  to  wound  her.  I  had 
made  all  the  fight  I  could  by  persisting  in  asserting  my 
love  for  Almah,  but  all  my  assertions  were  brushed 
lightly  aside  as  trivial  things. 

Let  any  gentleman  put  himself  in  my  situation,  and 
ask  himself  what  he  would  do.  What  would  he  do  if 
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such  a  thing  could  happen  to  him  at  home  ?  But  there 
such  a  thing  could  not  happen,  and  so  there  is  no  use  in 
supposing  an  impossible  case.  At  any  rate  I  think  I 
deserve  sympathy.  Who  could  keep  his  presence  of 
mind  under  such  circumstances  ?  With  us  a  young  lady 
who  loves  one  man  can  easily  repel  another  suitor;  but 
here  it  was  very  different,  for  how  could  I  repel  Laye- 
lah  ?  Could  I  turn  upon  her  and  say  “  Unhand  me  ?” 
Could  I  say  “  Away  !  I  am  another’s  ?”  Of  course  I 
couldn’t ;  and  what’s  worse,  if  I  had  said  such  things 
Layelah  would  have  smiled  me  down  into  silence.  The 
fact  is,  it  doesn’t  do  for  women  to  take  the  initiative — 
it’s  not  fair.  I  had  stood  a  good  deal  among  the  Kose- 
kin.  Their  love  of  darkness,  their  passion  for  death, 
their  contempt  of  riches,  their  yearning  after  unrequited 
love,  their  human  sacrifices,  their  cannibalism,  all  had 
more  or  less  become  familiar  to  me,  and  I  had  learned 
to  acquiesce  in  silence;  but  now  when  it  came  to  this — 
that  a  woman  should  propose  to  a  man — it  really  was 
more  than  a  fellow  could  stand.  I  felt  this  at  that  mo¬ 
ment  very  forcibly;  but  then  the  worst  of  it  was  that 
Layelah  was  so  confoundedly  pretty,  and  had  such  a 
nice  way  with  her,  that  hang  me  if  I  knew  what  to  say. 

Meanwhile  Layelah  was  not  silent;  she  had  all  her 
wits  about  her. 

“  Dear  papa,”  said  she, “  would  make  such  a  nice  hus¬ 
band  for  Almah.  He  is  a  widower,  you  know.  I  could 
easily  persuade  him  to  marry  her.  He  always  does 
whatever  I  ask  him  to  do.” 

“But  victims  cannot  marry,  you  said.” 

“No,”  said  Layelah,  sweetly,  “they  cannot  marry 
one  another;  but  Almah  may  marry  dear  papa,  and 
then  you  and  I  can  be  married,  and  it  will  be  all  very 
nice  indeed.” 

At  this  I  started  away. 
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“  No,”  said  I,  indignantly,  “  it  won’t  be  nice.  I’m  en¬ 
gaged  to  be  married  to  Almab,  and  I’m  not  going  to 
give  her  up.” 

“  Oh,  but  she  gives  you  up,  you  know,”  said  Layelah, 
quietly. 

“Well,  but  I’m  not  going  to  be  given  up.” 

“  Why,  how  unreasonable  you  are,  you  foolish  boy  !” 
said  Layelah,  in  her  most  caressing  manner.  “You 
have  nothing  at  all  to  do  with  it.” 

At  this  I  was  in  fresh  despair,  and  then  a  new  thought 
came,  which  I  seized  upon. 

“  See  here,”  said  I,  “  why  can’t  I  marry  both  of  you  ? 
I’m  engaged  to  Almah,  and  I  love  her  better  than  all  the 
world.  Let  me  marry  her  and  you  too.” 

At  this  Layelah  laughed  long  and  merrily.  Peal  after 
peal  of  laughter,  musical  and  most  merry,  burst  from 
her.  It  was  contagious;  I  could  not  help  joining  in, 
and  so  we  both  sat  laughing.  It  was  a  long  time  before 
we  regained  our  self-control. 

“  Why,  that’s  downright  bigamy  !”  exclaimed  Laye¬ 
lah,  with  fresh  laughter.  “  Why,  Atam-or,  you’re  mad !” 
and  so  she  went  off  again  in  fresh  peals  of  laughter. 
It  was  evident  that  my  proposal  was  not  at  all  shocking, 
but  simply  comical,  ridiculous,  and  inconceivable  in  its 
absurdity.  It  was  to  her  what  the  remark  of  some  de¬ 
spairing  beauty  would  be  among  us,  who,  when  pressed 
by  two  lovers,  should  express  a  confused  willingness  to 
marry  both.  It  was  evident  that  Layelah  accepted  it  as 
a  ludicrous  jest. 

Laughter  was  all  very  well,  of  course;  but  I  was  seri¬ 
ous  and  felt  that  I  ought  not  to  part  with  Layelah  with¬ 
out  some  better  understanding,  and  so  I  once  more  made 
an  effort. 

“All  this,”  said  I,  in  a  mournful  tone,  “is  a  mere 
mockery.  What  have  I  to  say  about  love  and  marriage  ? 
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If  you  loved  me  as  you  say,  you  would  not  laugh,  but 
weep.  You  forget  what  I  am.  What  am  I?  A  vic¬ 
tim,  and  doomed — doomed  to  a  hideous  fate — a  fate  of 
horror  unutterable.  You  cannot  even  begin  to  imagine 
the  anguish  with  which  I  look  forward  to  that  fate 
which  impends  over  me  and  Almah.  Marriage — idle 
word  !  What  have  I  to  do  with  marriage  ?  What  has 
Almah?  There  is  only  one  marriage  before  us — the 
dread  marriage  with  death  !  Why  talk  of  love  to 
the  dying?  The  tremendous  ordeal,  the  sacrifice,  is 
before  us,  and  after  that  there  remains  the  hideous 
Mistct  Kosek  /” 

At  this  Layelah  sprang  up,  with  her  whole  face  and 
attitude  full  of  life  and  energy. 

“I  know,  I  know,”  said  she,  quickly;  “I  have  ar¬ 
ranged  for  all.  Your  life  shall  be  saved.  Do  you 
think  that  I  have  consented  to  your  death?  Never! 
You  are  mine.  I  will  save  you.  I  will  show  you  what 
we  can  do.  You  shall  escape.” 

“  Can  you  really  save  me  ?”  I  cried. 

“I  can.” 

“  Wliat !  in  spite  of  the  whole  nation  ?” 

Layelah  laughed  scornfully. 

“I  can  save  you,”  said  she.  “We  can  fly.  There 
are  other  nations  beside  ours.  We  can  find  some  land 
among  the  Go  jin  where  we  can  live  in  peace.  The  Go- 
jin  are  not  like  us.” 

“  But  Almah  ?”  said  I. 

The  face  of  Layelah  clouded. 

“  I  can  only  save  you,”  said  she. 

“Then  I  will  stay  and  die  with  Almah,”  said  I,  ob¬ 
stinately. 

“What !”  said  Layelah,  “do  you  not  fear  death?” 

“Of  course  I  do,”  said  I,  “but  I’d  rather  die  than 
•lose  Almah.” 
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“  But  it’s  impossible  to  save  both  of  you.:> 

“  Then  leave  me  and  save  Almah,”  said  I. 

“  What !  would  you  give  up  your  life  for  Almah  ?” 

“Yes,  and  a  thousand  lives,”  said  I. 

“Why,”  said  Layelah,  “now  you  talk  just  like  the 
Kosekin.  You  might  as  well  be  one  of  us.  You  love 
death  for  the  sake  of  Almah.  Why  not  be  more  like 
the  Kosekin,  and  seek  after  a  separation  from  Almah  ?” 

Layelah  was  not  at  all  offended  at  my  declaration  of 
love  for  Almah.  She  uttered  these  words  in  a  lively 
tone,  and  then  said  that  it  was  time  for  her  to  go. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 

THE  FLYING  MONSTER. 

I  retired  to  bed,  but  could  not  sleep.  The  offer  of 
escape  filled  me  with  excited  thoughts.  These  made 
sleep  impossible,  and  as  I  lay  awake  I  thought  that  per¬ 
haps  it  would  be  well  to  know  what  might  be  Layelah’s 
plan  of  escape,  for  I  might  then  make  use  of  it  to  save 
Almah.  I  determined  to  find  out  all  about  it  on  the 
following  join — to  question  her  as  to  the  lands  of  the 
Go  jin,  to  learn  all  her  purpose.  It  might  be  that  I 
could  make  use  of  that  very  plan  to  save  Almah;  but  if 
not,  why  then  I  was  resolved  to  remain  and  meet  my 
fate  with  her.  If  Layelah  could  be  induced  to  take 
both  of  us,  I  was  of  course  resolved  to  go,  trusting  to 
chance  as  to  the  claims  of  Layelah  upon  me,  and  deter¬ 
mined  at  all  hazards  to  be  faithful  to  Almah;  but  if  she 
should  positively  refuse  to  save  Almah,  then  I  thought 
it  possible  that  I  might  be  able  to  find  in  Layelah’s  plan 
of  escape  something  of  which  I  might  avail  myself.  I 
could  not  imagine  what  it  was,  but  it  seemed  to  me  that 
it  might  be  something  quite  feasible,  especially  for  a 
desperate  man.  The  only  thought  I  had  was  of  escape 
by  means  of  some  boat  over  the  seas.  In  a  boat  I  would 
be  at  home.  I  could  make  use  of  a  sail  so  as  to  elude 
pursuit,  and  could  guide  myself  by  the  stars.  The  only 
thing  that  I  wanted  to  know  was  the  situation  of  the 
lands  of  the  Gojin. 

On  the  following  jom  the  Kohen  Gadol  and  Layelah 
came  quite  early  and  spent  much  time.  I  was  surprised 
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to  see  the  Kohen  Gadol  devoting  himself  in  an  absurd 
fashion  to  Almah.  It  at  once  occurred  to  me  that  Laye- 
lah  had  obtained  her  father’s  co-operation  in  her  scheme, 
and  that  the  old  villain  actually  imagined  that  he  could 
win  the  hand  of  Almah.  To  Almah  herself  I  had  said 
nothing  whatever  about  the  proposal  of  Layelah,  so  that 
she  was  quite  ignorant  of  the  intentions  of  her  compan¬ 
ion;  but  it  was  excessively  annoying  to  me  to  see  such 
proceedings  going  on  under  my  own  eyes.  At  the  same 
time  I  felt  that  it  would  be  both  unwise  and  uncivil  to 
interfere;  and  I  was  also  quite  sure  that  Almah’s  affec¬ 
tions  were  not  to  be  diverted  from  me  by  any  one,  much 
less  by  such  an  elderly  party  as  the  Kohen  Gadol.  It 
was  very  trying,  however,  and,  in  spite  of  my  confidence 
in  Almah,  my  jealousy  was  excited,  and  I  began  to  think 
that  the  party  of  philosophical  Radicals  were  not  so 
agreeable  as  the  orthodox  cannibals  whom  I  first 
met.  As  for  Layelah,  she  seemed  quite  unconscious 
of  any  disturbance  in  my  mind.  She  was  as  amiable, 
as  sprightly,  as  inquisitive,  and  as  affectionate  as  ever. 
She  even  outdid  herself,  and  devoted  herself  to  me  with 
an  abandon  that  was  quite  irresistible. 

After  Almah  had  left  me  Layelah  came  again,  and 
this  time  she  was  alone. 

“I  have  come,”  said  she,  a  to  show  you  the  way  in 
which  we  can  escape,  whenever  you  decide  to  do  so.” 

It  was  the  thing  above  all  others  which  I  wished  to 
know,  and  therefore  I  questioned  her  eagerly  about  it ; 
but  to  all  of  my  questions  she  only  replied  that  she 
would  show  me,  and  I  might  judge  for  myself. 

Layelah  led  the  way,  and  I  followed  her.  We  trav¬ 
ersed  long  galleries  and  vast  halls,  all  of  which  were 
quite  empty.  It  was  the  sleeping-time,  and  only  those 
were  visible  who  had  some  duties  which  kept  them  up 
later  than  usual.  Faint,  twinkling  lights  but  feebly 
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illuminated  the  general  gloom.  At  length  we  came  to 
an  immense  cavern,  which  was  darker  than  ever,  and 
without  any  lamps  at  all.  Through  avast  portal,  which 
was  closed  with  a  barred  gateway,  the  beams  of  the 
brilliant  aurora  penetrated  and  disclosed  something  of 
the  interior. 

Here  Layelah  stopped  and  peered  through  the  gloom, 
while  I  stood  waiting  by  her  side,  wondering  what 
means  of  escape  could  be  found  in  this  cavern.  As  I 
stood  I  heard  through  the  still  air  the  sound  as  of  liv¬ 
ing  things.  For  a  time  I  saw  nothing,  but  at  length  I 
descried  a  vast,  shadowy  form  moving  forward  towards 
the  portal  where  the  darkness  was  less.  It  was  a  form 
of  portentous  size  and  fearful  shape,  and  I  could  not 
make  out  at  first  the  nature  of  it.  It  surpassed  all  that 
I  had  ever  seen.  Its  head  was  large  and  its  jaws  long, 
armed  with  rows  of  terrible  teeth,  like  those  of  a  croco¬ 
dile.  Its  body  was  of  great  size.  It  walked  on  its 
hind-legs,  so  as  to  maintain  itself  in  an  upright  atti¬ 
tude,  and  in  that  position  its  height  was  over  twelve 
feet.  But  the  most  amazing  thing  about  this  monster 
has  yet  to  be  told.  As  it  walked  its  forearms  waved 
and  fluttered,  and  I  saw  descending  from  them  what 
seemed  like  vast  folded  leathern  wings,  which  shook 
and  swayed  in  the  air  at  every  step.  Its  pace  was  about 
as  fast  as  that  of  a  man,  and  it  moved  with  ease  and 
lightness.  It  seemed  like  some  enormous  bat,  or  rather 
like  a  winged  crocodile,  or  yet  again  like  one  of  those 
monstrous  dragons  of  which  I  had  read,  but  in  whose 
actual  existence  I  had  never  believed.  Yet  here  I  saw 
one  living  and  moving  before  me — an  actual  dragon, 
with  the  exception  of  a  tail ;  for  that  appendage,  which 
plays  so  great  a  part  in  all  the  pictures  of  dragons,  had  no 
place  here.  This  beast  had  but  a  short  caudal  append¬ 
age,  and  all  its  terrors  lay  in  its  jaws  and  in  its  wings. 
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For  a  moment  I  stood  almost  lifeless  with  terror  and 
surprise.  Then  I  shrank  back,  but  Layelah  laid  her 
hand  on  my  arm. 

“  Don’t  be  afraid,”  said  she  ;  “  it’s  only  an  atlialeb.” 

“But  won’t  it — won’t  it  bite?”  I  asked,  with  a 
shudder. 

“  Oh,  no,”  said  Layelah,  “  it  swallows  its  victuals 
whole.” 

At  this  I  shrank  away  still  farther. 

“  Don’t  be  afraid,”  said  Layelah  again.  “  Its  jaws 
are  muzzled,  and,  besides,  it’s  a  tame  athaleb.  Its  jaws 
are  only  unmuzzled  at  feeding-time.  But  this  one  is 
very  tame.  There  are  three  or  four  others  in  here,  and 
all  as  tame  as  I  am.  They  all  know  me;  come  up  nearer; 
don’t  be  afraid.  These  athalebs  are  easily  tamed.” 

“  How  can  such  tremendous  monsters  be  tamed  ?”  I 
asked,  in  an  incredulous  tone. 

“  Oh,  man  can  tame  anything.  The  athalebs  are  very 
docile  when  they  are  taken  young.  They  are  very  long- 
lived.  This  one  has  been  in  service  here  for  a  hundred 
seasons  and  more.” 

At  this  I  began  to  regain  my  confidence,  and  as  Lay¬ 
elah  moved  nearer  to  the  athaleb  I  accompanied  her. 
A  nearer  view,  however,  was  by  no  means  reassuring. 
The  dragon-look  of  the  athaleb  was  stronger  than  ever, 
for  I  could  see  that  all  its  body  was  covered  with  scales. 
On  its  neck  and  back  was  a  long  ridge  of  coarse  hair, 
and  the  sweep  of  its  vast  arms  was  enormous.  It  was 
with  a  quaking  heart  that  I  stood  near ;  but  the  cool¬ 
ness  of  Layelah  reassured  me,  for  she  went  close  up,  as 
a  boy  would  go  up  to  a  tame  elephant,  and  she  stroked 
his  enormous  back,  and  the  monster  bent  down  his  ter¬ 
rible  head  and  seemed  pleased. 

“  This,”  said  Layelah,  “  is  the  way  we  have  of  es¬ 
caping.” 
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“  This  !”  I  exclaimed,  doubtfully. 

“  Yes,”  said  she.  “  He  is  trained  to  the  service.  We 
can  mount  on  his  back,  and  he  will  fly  with  us  where- 
ever  I  choose  to  guide  him.” 

“  What  !”  I  exclaimed,  as  I  shrank  back — “  fly  !  Do 
you  mean  to  say  that  you  will  mount  this  hideous  mon¬ 
ster,  and  trust  yourself  to  him?” 

u  Certainly,”  said  Layelali,  quietly  ;  “  he  is  very  doc¬ 
ile.  There  is  harness  here  with  which  we  can  guide 
him.  Should  you  like  to  see  him  harnessed  ?” 

“Very  much,  indeed,”  said  I. 

Upon  this  Layelali  walked  up  to  the  monster  and 
stroked  his  breast.  The  huge  atlialeb  at  once  lay  down 
upon  his  belly.  Then  she  brought  two  long  straps  like 
reins,  and  fastened  each  to  the  tip  of  a  projecting  tip 
of  each  wing.  Then  she  fastened  a  collar  around  his 
neck,  to  which  there  was  attached  a  grappling-iron. 

“  We  seat  ourselves  on  his  back,”  said  Layelali.  “  I 
guide  with  these  reins.  When  we  land  anywhere  I  fas¬ 
ten  him  with  the  grapple.  lie  looks  dull  now,  but  if  I 
were  to  open  the  gate  and  remove  his  muzzle  he  would 
be  off  like  the  wind.” 

“  But  can  he  carry  both  of  us  ?”  I  asked. 

“  Easily,”  said  Layelali.  “  He  can  carry  three  per¬ 
sons  without  fatigue.” 

“  Could  you  mount  on  his  back  now,  and  show  me 
how  you  sit  ?” 

Layelah  readily  assented,  and  mounted  with  the  great¬ 
est  ease,  seating  herself  on  the  broadest  part  of  the 
back  between  the  wings. 

“  Here,”  said  she,  “  is  room  for  you.  Will  you  not 
come  ?” 

For  an  instant  I  hesitated  ;  but  then  the  sight  of  her, 
seated  there  as  coolly  as  though  she  were  on  a  chair,  re¬ 
assured  me,  and  I  climbed  up  also,  though  not  without 
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a  sliudder.  The  touch  of  the  fearful  monster  was  ab¬ 
horrent  ;  but  I  conquered  my  disgust  and  seated  my¬ 
self  close  behind  Layelah.  There  she  sat,  holding  the 
reins  in  her  hands,  with  the  grapple  just  in  front  of  her  ; 
and,  seated  in  this  position,  she  went  on  to  explain  the 
whole  process  by  which  the  mighty  monster  was  guided 
through  the  air. 

No  sooner  had  I  found  myself  actually  on  the  back 
of  the  athaleb  than  all  fear  left  me.  I  perceived  fully 
how  completely  tame  he  was,  and  how  docile.  The 
reins  attached  to  his  wings  could  be  pulled  with  the 
greatest  ease,  just  as  one  would  pull  the  tiller-ropes  of 
a  boat.  “  Familiarity  breeds  contempt and  now,  since 
the  first  terror  had  passed  away,  I  felt  perfect  confi¬ 
dence,  and  under  the  encouragement  of  Layelah  I  had 
become  like  some  rustic  in  a  menagerie,  who  at  first  is 
terrified  by  the  sight  of  the  elephant,  but  soon  gains 
courage  enough  to  mount  upon  his  back.  With  my 
new-found  courage  and  presence  of  mind,  I  listened 
most  attentively  to  all  of  Layelah’s  explanations,  and 
watched  most  closely  the  construction  and  fastening 
of  the  harness ;  for  the  thought  had  occurred  to  me 
that  this  athaleb  might  be  of  avail  in  another  way — 
that  if  I  did  not  fly  with  Layelah  I  might  fly  with  Al- 
mah.  This  thought  was  only  of  a  vague  and  shadowy 
character — a  dim  suggestion,  the  carrying  out  of  which 
I  scarce  dared  to  think  possible ;  still,  it  was  in  my 
mind,  and  had  sufficient  power  over  me  to  make  me 
very  curious  as  to  the  plans  of  Layelah.  I  determined 
to  find  out  where  she  proposed  to  go,  and  how  far ;  to 
ask  her  about  the  dangers  of  the  way  and  the  means  of 
sustenance.  It  seemed,  I  confess,  rather  unfair  to  Lay¬ 
elah  to  find  out  her  plans  and  use  them  for  another 
purpose ;  but  then  that  other  purpose  was  Almah,  and 
to  me  at  that  time  every  device  which  was  for  her  safety 
seemed  fair  and  honorable. 
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“  Here,”  said  Layelah — “  here,  Atam-or,  you  see  the 
way  of  escape.  The  athaleb  can  carry  us  both  far  away 
to  a  land  where  you  need  never  fear  that  they  will  put 
you  to  death — a  land  where  the  people  love  light  and 
life.  Whenever  you  are  ready  to  go,  tell  me ;  if  you 
are  ready  to  go  now,  say  so,  and  at  once  I  will  open  the 
door  and  we  shall  soon  be  far  away.” 

She  laid  her  hand  on  mine  and  looked  at  me  earnestly  ; 
but  I  was  not  to  be  beguiled  into  any  hasty  committal 
of  myself,  and  so  I  turned  her  proposal  away  with  a 
question  : 

“  How  far  is  it,”  I  asked,  “to  that  land?” 

“It  is  too  far  for  one  flight,”  said  Layelah.  “We 
go  first  over  the  sea  till  we  come  to  a  great  island, 
which  is  called  Magones,  where  there  are  mountains  of 
fire ;  there  we  must  rest,  and  feed  the  athaleb  on  fish, 
which  are  to  be  found  on  the  shore.  The  athaleb  knows 
his  way  there  well,  for  he  goes  there  once  every  season 
for  a  certain  sacred  ceremony.  He  has  done  this  for 
fifty  or  sixty  seasons,  and  knows  his  way  there  and 
back  perfectly  well.  The  difficulty  will  be,  when  we 
leave  Magones,  in  reaching  the  land  of  the  Orin.” 

“  The  Orin  ?”  I  repeated.  “  Who  are  they  ?” 

“They  are  a  people  among  the  Gojin  who  love  life  and 
light.  It  is  their  land  that  I  wish  to  reach,  if  possible.” 

“  Where  is  it  ?”  I  asked,  eagerly. 

“  I  cannot  explain,”  said  Layelah.  “  I  can  only  trust 
to  my  own  skill,  and  hope  to  find  the  place.  We  may 
have  to  pass  over  different  lands  of  the  Gojin,  and  if 
so  we  may  be  in  danger.” 

“What  is  the  reason  why  the  athaleb  goes  to  Ma¬ 
gones  every  season  ?”  I  asked. 

“  To  take  there  the  chief  pauper  of  the  season,  who 
has  won  the  prize  of  death  by  starvation.  It  is  one  of 
the  greatest  honors  among  the  Kosekin.” 
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“  Is  Magoues  barren  ?” 

“  It  is  an  island  of  fire,  without  anything  on  it  but 
craggy  mountains  and  wild  rocks  and  flowing  rivers  of 
fire.  It  stands  almost  in  the  middle  of  the  sea.” 

“  IIow  can  we  get  away  from  here  ?”  I  asked,  after 
some  silence. 

“  From  here  ?  why,  I  open  the  gates  and  the  athaleb 
flies  away;  that  is  all.” 

“  But  shall  wre  not  be  prevented  ?” 

“  Oh,  no.  No  one  here  ever  prevents  any  one  from 
doing  anything.  Every  one  is  eager  to  help  his  neigh¬ 
bor.” 

“But  if  they  saw  me  deliberately  mounting  the  atha¬ 
leb  and  preparing  for  flight,  would  they  not  stop  me  ?” 

“  No.” 

I  was  amazed  at  this. 

“But,”  said  I,  “am  I  not  a  victim — preserved  for 
the  great  sacrifice?” 

“You  are;  but  you  are  free  to  go  where  you  like, 
and  do  what  you  like.  Your  character  of  victim  makes 
you  most  distinguished.  It  is  the  highest  honor  and 
dignity.  All  believe  that  you  rejoice  in  your  high  dig¬ 
nity,  and  no  one  dreams  that  you  are  anxious  to  escape.” 

“  But  if  I  did  escape,  would  they  not  pursue  me  ?” 

“  Certainly  not.” 

“  What  would  they  do  for  a  victim  ?” 

“  They  would  wonder  at  your  unaccountable  flight, 
and  then  choose  some  distinguished  pauper.” 

“But  if  I  were  to  stay  here,  would  they  not  save  me 
from  death  at  my  entreaty  ?” 

“  Oh,  certainly  not ;  they  would  never  understand 
such  an  entreaty.  That’s  a  question  of  death — the  su¬ 
preme  blessing.  No  one  is  capable  of  such  a  base  act 
as  saving  his  fellow-man  from  death.  All  are  eager  to 
help  each  other  to  such  a  fate.” 
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“  But  if  I  were  to  fly  they  would  not  prevent  me,  and 
they  would  not  pursue  me  ?” 

“  Oh,  no.” 

“  Are  there  any  in  the  land  who  are  exempt  from  the 
sacrifice  ?” 

“  Oh,  yes;  the  Athons,  Meleks,  and  Kohens — these  are 
not  worthy  of  the  honor.  The  artisans  and  tradesmen 
are  sometimes  permitted  to  attain  to  this  honor ;  the 
laborers  in  greater  numbers;  but  it  is  the  paupers  who 
are  chiefly  favored.  And  this  is  a  matter  of  complaint 
among  the  rich  and  powerful,  that  they  cannot  be  sac¬ 
rificed.” 

“  Well,  why  couldn’t  I  be  made  an  Athon  or  a  Kohen, 
and  be  exempted  in  that  way?” 

“  Oh,  that  would  be  too  great  a  dishonor;  it  would  be 
impossible.  On  the  contrary,  the  whole  people  are  anx¬ 
ious  to  honor  you  to  the  very  uttermost,  and  to  bestow 
upon  you  the  greatest  privileges  and  blessings  which 
can  possibly  be  given.  Oh,  no,  it  would  be  impossible 
for  them  to  allow  you  to  become  an  Athon  or  a  Kohen. 
As  for  me,  I  am  Malca,  and  therefore  the  lowest  in  the 
land — pitied  and  commiserated  by  the  haughty  pauper 
class,  who  shake  their  heads  at  the  thought  of  one  like 
me.  All  the  people  shower  upon  me  incessantly  new 
gifts  and  new  offices.  If  my  present  love  of  light  and 
life  were  generally  known,  they  would  punish  me  by 
giving  me  new  contributions  of  wealth  and  new  offices 
and  powers,  which  I  do  not  want.” 

“But  you  love  riches,  do  you  not?  and  you  must 
want  them  still.” 

“No,”  said  Layelah,  “I  do  not  want  them  now.” 

“Why,  what  do  you  want?”  I  asked. 

“  You  !”  said  she,  with  a  sweet  smile. 

I  said  nothing,  but  tried  desperately  to  think  of  some¬ 
thing  that  might  divert  the  conversation. 
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Layelah  was  silent  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  went 
on  in  a  musing  tone. 

“As  I  was  saying,  I  love  you,  Atam-or,  and  I  hate 
Almah  because  you  love  her.  I  think  Alrnah  is  the  only 
human  being  in  all  the  world  that  I  ever  really  hated; 
and  yet,  though  I  hate  her,  still,  strange  to  say,  I  feel 
as  though  I  should  like  to  give  her  the  immense  bless¬ 
ing  of  death,  and  that  is  a  very  strange  feeling,  indeed, 
for  one  of  the  Kosekin.  Do  you  understand,  Atam-or, 
what  such  can  possibly  be  ?” 

I  did  not  answer,  but  turned  away  the  conversation 
by  a  violent  effort. 

“  Are  there  any  other  athalebs  here  ?” 

“  Oh,  yes.” 

“  How  many  ?” 

“  Four.” 

“Are  they  all  as  tame  as  this?” 

“Oh,  yes,  all  quite  as  tame  ;  there  is  no  difference 
whatever.” 

Upon  this  I  left  the  back  of  the  athaleb,  and  Layelah 
also  descended,  after  which  she  proceeded  to  show  me 
the  other  monsters.  At  length  she  unharnessed  the 
athaleb,  and  we  left  the  cavern. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

ESCArE. 

On  the  following  jom  I  told  everything  to  Almah.  I 
told  her  that  Layelali  was  urging  me  to  fly  with  her, 
and  that  I  had  found  out  all  about  her  plans.  I  de¬ 
scribed  the  athalebs,  informed  her  about  the  direction 
which  we  were  to  take,  the  island  of  fire,  and  the  country 
of  the  Orin.  At  this  intelligence  Almah  was  filled  with 
delight,  and  for  the  first  time  since  we  had  come  to  the 
amir  there  were  smiles  of  joy  upon  her  face.  She  need¬ 
ed  no  persuasion.  She  was  ready  to  set  forth  whenever 
it  was  fitting,  and  to  risk  everything  upon  this  enter¬ 
prise.  She  felt  as  I  did,  and  thought  that  the  wildest 
attempt  was  better  than  this  dull  inaction. 

Death  was  before  us  here,  and  ever y  jom  as  it  passed 
only  brought  it  nearer.  True,  we  were  treated  with  the 
utmost  kindness,  we  lived  in  royal  splendor,  we  had 
enormous  retinues ;  but  all  this  was  a  miserable  mock¬ 
ery,  since  it  all  served  as  the  prelude  to  our  inevitable 
doom.  For  that  doom  it  was  hard  indeed  to  wait.  Any¬ 
thing  was  better.  Far  better  would  it  be  to  risk  all  the 
dangers  of  this  unusual  and  amazing  flight,  to  brave  the 
terrors  of  that  drear  isle  of  fire,  Magones ;  better  to 
perish  there  of  starvation,  or  to  be  killed  by  the  hands 
of  hostile  Gojin,  than  to  wait  here  and  be  destroyed  at 
last  by  the  sacrificial  knife  of  these  smiling,  generous, 
kind-hearted,  self-sacrificing  fiends  ;  to  be  killed — ay, 
and  afterwards  borne  to  the  tremendous  Mista  Kosek. 

There  was  a  difficulty  with  Layelah  that  had  to  be 
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guarded  against :  in  the  first  place  that  she  might  not 
suspect,  and  again  that  we  might  choose  our  time  of  es¬ 
cape  when  she  would  not  be  at  all  likely  to  find  us  out. 
We  resolved  to  make  our  attempt  without  any  further 
delay.  Layelah  was  with  us  for  the  greater  part  of  that 
jom,  and  the  Kohen  Gadol  also  gave  us  much  of  his 
company.  Layelah  did  not  seem  to  have  any  suspi¬ 
cions  whatever  of  my  secret  purpose  ;  for  she  was  as 
bright,  as  amiable,  and  as  devoted  to  me  as  ever,  while 
the  Kohen  Gadol  sought  as  before  to  make  himself 
agreeable  to  Almah.  I  did  not  think  fit  to  tell  her 

o 

about  Layelah’s  proposal,  and  therefore  she  was  quite 
ignorant  of  the  secret  plans  of  the  Kohen  Gadol,  evi¬ 
dently  attributing  his  attention  to  the  unfailing  amia¬ 
bility  of  the  Kosekin. 

Layelah  came  again  after  Almah  had  retired,  and 
spent  the  time  in  trying  to  persuade  me  to  fly  with  her. 
The  beautiful  girl  was  certainly  never  more  engaging, 
nor  was  she  ever  more  tender.  Had  it  not  been  for  Al¬ 
mah  it  would  have  been  impossible  to  resist  such  sweet 
persuasions;  but  as  it  was  I  did  resist.  Layelah,  how¬ 
ever,  was  not  at  all  discouraged,  nor  did  she  lose  any 
of  her  amiability;  but  when  she  took  leave  it  was  with 
a  smile  and  sweet  words  of  forgiveness  on  her  lips  for 
what  she  called  my  cruelty.  After  she  left  I  remained 
for  a  time  with  a  painful  sense  of  helplessness.  The 
fact  is  my  European  training  did  not  fit  me  for  encoun¬ 
tering  such  a  state  of  things  as  existed  among  the  Kose¬ 
kin.  It’s  very  easy  to  be  faithful  to  one’s  own  true-love 
in  England,  when  other  fair  ladies  hold  aloof  and  wait 
to  be  sought;  but  here  among  the  Kosekin  women  have 
as  much  liberty  in  making  love  as  men,  and  there  is  no 
law  or  custom  about  it.  If  a.  woman  chooses  she  can 
pay  the  most  desperate  attentions,  and  play  the  part  of 
a  distracted  lover  to  her  heart’s  content.  In  most  cases 
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the  women  actually  take  the  initiative,  as  they  are  more 
impressible  and  impulsive  than  men;  and  so  it  was  that 
Layelah  made  me  the  object  of  her  persistent  assault — 
acting  all  the  time,  too,  in  accordance  with  the  custom 
of  the  country,  and  thus  having  no  thought  whatever 
of  indelicacy,  since,  according  to  the  Kosekin,  she  was 
acting  simply  in  accordance  with  the  rights  of  every 
woman.  Now,  where  a  woman  is  urged  by  one  ardent 
lover  to  dismiss  her  other  lover,  she  may  sometimes  find 
it  difficult  to  play  her  part  satisfactorily;  but  in  my 
case  I  did  not  play  my  part  satisfactorily  at  all;  the 
ordeal  was  too  hard,  and  I  was  utterly  unable  to  show 
to  Layelah  that  firmness  and  decision  of  character  which 
the  occasion  demanded. 

Yet,  after  all,  the  ordeal  at  last  ended.  Layelah  left, 
as  I  have  said,  with  sweet  words  of  forgiveness  on  her 
lips,  and  I,  after  a  time,  succeeded  in  regaining  my  pres¬ 
ence  of  mind. 

Ahnah  was  waiting,  and  she  soon  joined  me.  We 
gathered  a  few  articles  for  the  journey,  the  chief  of 
which  was  my  rifle  and  pistol,  which  I  had  not  used 
here,  and  then  we  set  forth.  Leaving  our  apartments, 
we  traversed  the  long  passages,  and  at  length  came  to 
the  cavern  of  the  athalebs.  We  met  several  people  on 
the  way,  who  looked  at  us  with  smiles,  but  made  no 
other  sign.  It  was  evident  that  they  had  no  commis¬ 
sion  to  watch  us,  and  thus  far  Layelah’s  information 
was  correct. 

Upon  entering  the  cavern  of  the  athalebs  my  first 
feeling  was  one  of  helplessness  ;  for  I  had  no  confidence 
whatever  in  my  own  powers  of  managing  these  awful 
monsters,  nor  did  I  feel  sure  that  I  could  harness  them: 
but  the  emergency  was  a  pressing  one,  and  there  was  no 
help  for  it.  I  had  seen  where  Layelah  had  left  the  har¬ 
ness,  and  now  my  chief  desire  was  to  secure  one  of  the 
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athalebs.  Tlie  faint  light  served  to  disclose  nothing 
but  gloom;  and  I  waited  for  a  while,  hoping  that  one  of 
them  would  come  forward  as  before.  But  waiting  did  no 
good,  for  no  movement  was  made,  and  I  had  to  try  what 
I  could  do  myself  to  rouse  them.  So  I  walked  farther  in 
towards  the  back  part  of  the  cavern,  peering  through 
the  gloom,  while  Almah  remained  near  the  entrance. 

As  I  advanced  I  heard  a  slight  noise,  as  of  some  one 
moving.  I  thought  it  was  one  of  the  athalebs,  and 
walked  on  farther,  peering  through  the  gloom,  when 
suddenly  I  came  full  upon  a  man  who  was  busy  at  some 
work  which  I  could  not  make  out.  For  a  moment  I 
stood  in  amazement  and  despair,  for  it  seemed  as  though 
all  was  lost,  and  as  if  this  man  would  at  once  divine  my 
intent.  While  I  stood  thus  he  turned  and  gave  me  a 
very  courteous  greeting,  after  which,  in  the  usual  man¬ 
ner  of  the  Kosekin,  he  asked  me  with  much  amiability 
what  he  could  do  for  me.  I  muttered  something  about 
seeing  the  athalebs,  upon  which  he  informed  me  that  he 
would  show  them  to  me  with  pleasure. 

He  went  on  to  say  that  he  had  recently  been  raised 
from  the  low  position  of  Athon  to  that  of  Feeder  of  the 
Athalebs,  a  post  involving  duties  like  those  of  ostlers 
or  grooms  among  us,  but  which  here  indicated  high 
rank  and  honor.  He  was  proud  of  his  title  of  “  Epet,” 
which  means  servant,  and  more  than  usually  obliging. 
I  at  once  took  advantage  of  his  complaisance,  and  re¬ 
quested  him  to  show  me  the  athalebs.  Upon  this  he 
led  the  way  farther  on,  where  I  could  see  through  the 
gloom  the  shadowy  outlines  of  four  monsters,  all  of 
which  were  resting  in  an  upright  posture  against  the 
wall,  with  their  claws  fixed  on  a  shelf  of  rock.  They 
looked  more  than  ever  like  drasrons,  or  rather  like  enor- 
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mous  bats,  for  their  wings  were  disclosed  hanging  in 
loose  leathern  folds. 
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“  Can  they  be  roused,”  I  asked,  “and  made  to  move  ?” 

“  Oh,  yes,”  said  the  Epet,  and  without  waiting  for  any 
further  request  he  proceeded  to  pull  at  the  loose  fanlike 
win 2;  of  the  nearest  one.  The  monster  drew  himself 

o 

together,  gave  a  flutter  with  his  wings,  and  then  moved 
back  from  the  wall. 

“Make  him  walk,”  said  I,  eagerly. 

The  Epet  at  this  pulled  upon  his  wing  once  more,  and 
the  atlialeb  moved  forward. 

“Bring  him  to  the  portal,  so  that  I  may  see  him,” 
said  I. 

The  Epet,  still  holding  the  athaleb’s  wing,  pulled  at 
him,  and  thus  guided  him  towards  the  portal.  I  was 
amazed  at  the  docility  of  this  terrific  monster;  yet,  after 
all,  I  thought  it  was  no  more  astonishing  than  the  docil¬ 
ity  of  the  elephant,  which  in  like  manner  allows  itself 
to  be  guided  by  the  slightest  pressure.  A  child  may 
lead  a  vast  elephant  with  ease,  and  here  with  equal  ease 
the  Epet  led  the  athaleb.  He  led  him  up  near  to  the 
portal,  where  the  aurora  light  beamed  through  far 
brighter  than  the  brightest  moon  and  disclosed  all  the 
vast  proportions  of  the  monster.  I  stood  and  looked 
on  for  some  time  in  silence,  quite  at  a  loss  what  to  do 
next. 

And  now  Layelah’s  words  occurred  to  me  as  to  the 
perfect  willingness  of  the  Kosekin  to  do  anything  which 
one  might  wish.  She  had  insisted  on  it  that  they  would 
not  prevent  our  flight,  and  had  given  me  to  understand 
that  they  would  even  assist  me  if  I  should  ask  them. 
This  is  what  now  occurred  to  me,  and  I  determined  to 
make  a  trial.  So  I  said, 

“I  should  like  to  fly  in  the  air  on  the  athaleb.  Will 
you  harness  him  ?” 

I  confess  it  was  with  some  trepidation  that  I  said  this, 
but  the  feeling  was  soon  dissipated.  The  Epet  heard 
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my  words  with  perfect  coolness,  as  though  they  con¬ 
veyed  the  most  natural  request  in  the  world,  and  then 
proceeded  to  obey  me,  just  as  at  home  a  servant  might 
hear  and  obey  his  master,  who  might  say,  “  I  should 
like  to  take  a  ride;  will  you  harness  the  bay  mare?” 

So  the  Epet  proceeded  to  harness  the  athaleb,  and  I 
watched  him  in  silence;  but  it  was  the  silence  of  deep 
suspense,  and  my  heart  throbbed  painfully.  There  was 
yet  much  to  be  risked.  The  gates  had  to  be  opened. 
Others  might  interfere.  Layelah  might  come.  All 
these  thoughts  occurred  to  me  as  I  watched  the  Epet; 
and  though  the  labor  of  harnessing  the  athaleb  was  sim¬ 
ple  and  soon  performed,  still  the  time  seemed  long.  So 
the  collar  was  secured  around  the  neck  of  the  athaleb, 
with  the  grapple  attached,  and  the  lines  were  fastened 
to  the  wings,  and  then  Almah  and  I  mounted. 

The  Epet  now  stood  waiting  for  further  orders. 

“  Open  the  gates,”  said  I. 

The  Epet  did  so. 

Almah  was  seated  on  the  back  of  the  athaleb  before 
me,  holding  on  to  the  coarse  mane;  I,  just  behind,  held 
the  reins  in  my  hand.  The  gates  were  opened  wide.  A 
few  people  outside,  roused  by  the  noise  of  the  opening 
gates,  stood  and  looked  on.  They  had  evidently  no 
other  feeling  but  curiosity. 

All  was  now  ready  and  the  way  was  open,  but  there 
was  an  unexpected  difficulty — the  athaleb  would  not 
start,  and  I  did  not  know  how  to  make  him.  I  had  once 
more  to  apply  for  help  to  the  Epet. 

“  How  am  I  to  make  him  start?”  I  asked. 

“Pull  at  the  collar  to  make  him  start,  and  pull  at 
both  reins  to  make  him  stop,”  said  the  Epet. 

Upon  this  I  pulled  the  collar. 

The  athaleb  obeyed  at  once.  He  rose  almost  erect, 
and  moved  out  through  the  gate.  It  was  difficult  to 
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hold  on,  but  we  did  so.  On  reaching  the  terrace  out¬ 
side  the  athaleb  expanded  his  vast  wings,  which  spread 
out  over  a  space  of  full  fifty  feet,  and  then  with  vigor¬ 
ous  motions  raised  himself  in  the  air. 

It  was  a  moment  full  of  terror  to  both  of  us  ;  the 
strange  sensation  of  rising  in  the  air,  the  quivering  mus¬ 
cles  of  the  athaleb  at  the  working  of  the  enormous  pin¬ 
ions,  the  tremendous  display  of  strength,  all  combined 
to  overwhelm  me  with  a  sense  of  utter  helplessness. 
With  one  hand  I  clung  to  the  stiff  mane  of  the  monster; 
with  the  other  I  held  Almali,  who  was  also  grasping  the 
athaleb’s  hair;  and  thus  for  some  time  all  thought  was 
taken  up  in  the  one  purpose  of  holding  on.  But  at 
length  the  athaleb  lay  in  the  air  in  a  perfectly  horizon¬ 
tal  position;  the  beat  of  the  wings  grew  more  slow  and 
even,  the  muscular  exertion  more  steady  and  sustained. 
We  both  began  to  regain  some  degree  of  confidence, 
and  at  length  I  raised  myself  up  and  looked  around. 

It  did  not  seem  long  since  we  had  left;  but  already 
the  city  was  far  behind,  rising  with  its  long,  crescent  ter¬ 
races,  sparkling  and  twinkling  with  innumerable  lights. 
We  had  passed  beyond  the  bay;  the  harbor  was  behind 
us,  the  open  sea  before  us,  the  deep  water  beneath.  The 
athaleb  flew  low,  not  more  than  a  hundred  feet  above 
the  water,  and  maintained  that  distance  all  the  time. 
It  seemed,  indeed,  as  if  he  might  drop  into  the  water  at 
any  time,  but  this  was  only  fancy;  for  he  was  perfect 
master  of  all  his  movements,  and  his  flight  was  swift 
and  well  sustained. 

Overhead  the  sky  was  filled  with  the  glory  of  the  au¬ 
rora  beams,  which  spread  everywhere,  flashing  out  from 
the  zenith  and  illuminating  the  earth  with  a  glow  bright¬ 
er  than  that  of  the  brightest  moon ;  beneath,  the  dark 
waters  of  the  sea  extended,  with  the  waves  breaking 
into  foam,  and  traversed  by  galleys,  by  merchant-ships, 
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and  by  the  navies  of  the  Kosekin.  Far  away  the  sur¬ 
face  of  the  sea  spread,  with  that  marvellous  appearance 
of  an  endless  ascent,  as  though  for  a  thousand  miles, 
rising  thus  until  it  terminated  half-way  up  the  sky;  and 
so  it  rose  up  on  every  side,  so  that  I  seemed  to  be  at  the 
bottom  of  a  basin-shaped  world — an  immense  and  im¬ 
measurable  hollow — a  world  unparalleled  and  unintelli¬ 
gible.  Far  away,  at  almost  infinite  distances,  arose  the 
long  lines  of  mountains,  which,  crowned  with  ice,  gleamed 
in  the  aurora  light,  and  seemed  like  a  barrier  that  made 
forever  impossible  all  ingress  and  egress. 

On  and  on  we  sped.  At  length  we  grew  perfectly 
accustomed  to  the  situation,  the  motion  was  so  easy  and 
our  seats  were  so  secure.  There  were  no  obstacles  in 
our  way,  no  roughness  along  our  path;  for  that  pathway 
was  the  smooth  air,  and  in  such  a  path  there  could  be 
no  interruption,  no  jerk  or  jar.  After  the  first  terror 
had  passed  there  remained  no  longer  any  necessity  for 
holding  on — we  could  sit  and  look  around  with  perfect 
freedom;  and  at  length  I  rose  to  my  feet,  and  Almah 
stood  beside  me,  and  thus  we  stood  for  a  long  time,  with 
all  our  souls  kindled  into  glowing  enthusiasm  by  the  ex¬ 
citement  of  that  adventurous  flight,  and  the  splendors 
of  that  unequalled  scene. 

At  length  the  aurora  light  grew  dim.  Then  came 
forth  the  stars,  glowing  and  burning  in  the  black  sky. 
Beneath  there  was  nothing  visible  but  the  darkness  of 
the  water,  spotted  with  phosphorescent  points,  while  all 
around  a  wall  of  gloom  arose  which  shut  out  from  view 
the  distant  shores. 

Suddenly  I  was  aware  of  a  noise  like  the  beat  of  vast 
wings,  and  these  wings  were  not  those  of  our  athaleb. 
At  first  I  thought  it  was  the  fluttering  of  a  sail,  but  it 
was  too  regular  and  too  long  continued  for  that.  At 
length  I  saw  through  the  gloom  a  vast  shadowy  form  in 
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the  air  behind  us,  and  at  once  the  knowledge  of  the 
truth  flashed  upon  me.  It  was  another  monster  flying 
in  pursuit ! 

Were  we  pursued?  Were  there  men  on  his  back? 
Should  I  resist?  I  held  my  rifle  poised,  and  was  re¬ 
solved  to  resist  at  all  hazards.  Almah  saw  it  all,  and 
said  nothing.  She  perceived  the  danger,  and  in  her  eyes 
I  saw  that  she,  like  me,  would  prefer  death  to  surrender. 
The  monster  came  nearer  and  nearer,  until  at  last  I  could 
see  that  he  was  alone,  and  that  none  were  on  his  back. 
But  now  another  fear  arose.  He  might  attack  our  atha- 
leb,  and  in  that  way  endanger  us.  He  must  be  prevent¬ 
ed  from  coming  nearer;  yet  to  fire  the  rifle  was  a  serious 
matter.  I  had  once  before  learned  the  danger  of  firing 
under  such  circumstances,  when  my  opmahera  had  fled 
in  terror  at  the  report,  and  did  not  wish  to  experience 
the  danger  which  might  arise  from  a  panic-stricken 
athaleb  ;  and  so  as  I  stood  there  I  waved  my  arms  and 
gesticulated  violently.  The  pursuing  athaleb  seemed 
frightened  at  such  an  unusual  occurrence,  for  he  veered 
off,  and  soon  was  lost  in  the  darkness. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE  ISLAND  OF  FIRE. 

At  last  there  appeared  before  us  what  seemed  like  a 
long  line  of  dull-red  fires,  and  as  we  looked  we  could 
see  bursts  of  flame  at  fitful  intervals,  which  shone  out 
for  a  few  moments  and  then  died  away.  Upon  this 
now  our  whole  attention  was  fixed ;  for  it  seemed  as 
though  we  were  approaching  our  destination,  and  that 
this  place  was  the  Island  of  Fire — a  name  which,  from 
present  appearances,  was  fully  justified.  As  we  went 
on  and  drew  steadily  nearer,  the  mass  of  glowing  fire 
grew  larger  and  brighter,  and  what  at  first  had  seemed 
a  line  was  broken  up  into  different  parts,  one  of  which 
far  surpassed  the  others.  This  was  higher  in  the  air, 
and  its  shape  was  that  of  a  long,  thin,  sloping  line,  with 
a  burning,  glowing  globule  at  each  end.  It  seemed  like 
lava  raining  down  from  the  crater  of  a  volcano,  and  this 
appearance  was  made  certainty  on  a  nearer  approach; 
for  we  saw  at  the  upper  point,  which  seemed  the  crater, 
an  outburst  of  flame,  followed  by  a  new  flow  of  the  fiery 
stream.  In  other  places  there  were  similar  fires,  but 
they  were  less  bright,  either  because  they  were  smaller 
or  more  remote. 

At  length  we  heard  beneath  us  the  roar  of  breakers, 
and  saw  long  white  lines  of  surf  beating  upon  the  shore. 
Our  athaleb  now  descended  and  alighted;  we  clambered 
to  the  ground,  and  I,  taking  the  grapple,  fixed  it  securely 
between  two  sharp  rocks.  We  were  at  last  on  Magones, 
the  Island  of  Fire. 
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The  brightness  of  the  aurora  light  had  left  us,  but  it 
needed  not  this  to  show  us  the  dismal  nature  of  the  land 
to  which  we  had  come.  It  was  a  land  of  horror,  where 
there  was  nothing  but  the  abomination  of  desolation — 
a  land  overstrewn  with  blasted  fragments  of  fractured 
lava-blocks,  intermixed  with  sand,  from  which  there 
arose  black  precipices  and  giant  mountains  that  poured 
forth  rivers  of  fire  and  showers  of  ashes  and  sheets  of 
flame.  A  tremendous  peak  arose  before  us,  with  a  crest 
of  fire  and  sides  streaked  with  red  torrents  of  molten 
lava;  between  us  and  it  there  spread  away  a  vast  ex¬ 
panse  of  impassable  rocks — a  scene  of  ruin  and  savage 
wildness  which  cannot  be  described,  and  all  around  was 
the  same  drear  and  appalling  prospect.  Here  in  the 
night-season — the  season  of  darkness  and  of  awful  gloom 
• — we  stood  in  this  land  of  woe;  and  not  one  single  sign 
appeared  of  life  save  the  life  that  we  had  brought  with 
us.  As  for  food,  it  vTas  vain  to  think  of  it.  To  search 
after  it  would  be  useless.  It  seemed,  indeed,  impossible 
to  move  from  the  spot  where  vTe  were.  Every  moment 
presented  some  new  discovery  which  added  to  the  hor¬ 
ror  of  Magones. 

But  Almah  was  weary,  for  our  flight  had  been  long, 
and  she  wished  to  rest.  So  I  found  a  place  for  her  where 
there  was  some  sand  between  two  rocks,  and  here  she 
lay  down  and  went  to  sleep.  I  sat  at  a  little  distance 
off  on  a  shelf  of  the  rock,  with  my  back  against  it,  and 
here  after  a  little  time  I  also  went  to  sleep. 

At  length  we  awoke.  But  what  a  waking  !  There 
was  no  morning  dawn,  no  blessed  returning  light  to 
greet  our  eyes.  We  opened  our  eyes  to  the  same  scenes 
upon  which  we  had  closed  them,  and  the  darkness  was 
still  deep  and  dense  around  us.  Over  us  both  there  was 
a  sense  of  utter  depression,  and  I  wras  so  deeply  plunged 
into  it  that  I  found  it  impossible  to  rouse  myself,  even 
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for  the  sake  of  saying  words  of  cheer  to  Almah.  I  had 
brought  a  few  fragments  of  food,  and  upon  these  we 
made  our  breakfast;  but  there  was  the  athaleb  to  feed, 
and  for  him  I  found  nothing,  nor  could  I  think  of  any¬ 
thing — unless  he  could  feed  upon  rocks  and  sand.  Yet 
food  for  him  was  a  matter  of  the  highest  consequence, 
for  he  was  all  our  support  and  stay  and  hope ;  and  if 
the  monster  were  deprived  of  food  he  might  turn  upon 
us  and  satisfy  upon  us  his  ravenous  appetite.  These 
thoughts  were  painful,  indeed,  and  added  to  my  despond¬ 
ency. 

Suddenly  I  heard  the  sound  of  running  water.  I 
started  away  towards  the  place  from  which  the  sound 
came,  and  found,  only  a  little  distance  off,  a  small  brook 
trickling  along  on  its  way  to  the  shore.  I  called  Almah, 
and  we  both  drank  and  were  refreshed. 

This  showed  an  easy  way  to  get  to  the  shore,  and  I 
determined  to  go  there  to  see  if  there  were  any  fish  to 
be  found.  Sliell-fish  might  be  there,  or  the  carcasses  of 
dead  fish  thrown  up  by  the  sea,  upon  which  the  athaleb 
might  feed.  I  left  my  pistol  with  Almah,  telling  her 
to  fire  it  if  she  heard  me  fire,  for  I  was  afraid  of  losing 
my  way,  and  therefore  took  this  precaution.  I  left  it 
lying  on  the  rock  full-cocked,  and  directed  her  to  point 
it  in  the  air  and  pull  the  trigger.  It  was  necessary  to 
take  these  precautions,  as  of  course  she  was  quite  igno¬ 
rant  of  its  nature.  After  this  I  left  her  and  tried  to 
follow  the  torrent. 

This,  however,  I  soon  found  to  be  impossible,  for  the 
brook  on  reaching  a  huge  rock  plunged  underneath  it 
and  became  lost  to  view.  I  then  went  towards  the  shore 
as  well  as  I  could — now  climbing  over  sharp  rocks,  now 
going  round  them,  until  at  length  after  immense  labor 
I  succeeded  in  reaching  the  water.  Here  the  scene  was 
almost  as  wild  as  the  one  I  had  left.  There  was  no 
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beacli  whatever — nothing  but  a  vast  extent  of  wild  frag¬ 
ments  of  fractured  lava-blocks,  which  were  evidently 
the  result  of  some  comparatively  recent  convulsion  of 
nature,  for  their  edges  were  still  sharp,  and  the  water 
had  not  worn  even  those  which  were  within  its  grasp 
to  anything  like  roundness,  or  to  anything  else  than  the 
jagged  and  shattered  outlines  which  had  originally  be¬ 
longed  to  them. 

All  the  shore  thus  consisted  of  vast  rocky  blocks,  over 
which  the  sea  beat  in  foam. 

Eager  to  find  something,  I  toiled  along  this  rocky 
shore  for  a  long  distance,  but  without  seeing  any  change. 
I  was  unwilling  to  go  back  baffled,  yet  I  was  at  length 
compelled  to  do  so.  But  the  necessity  of  feeding  the 
athaleb  was  pressing,  and  I  saw  that  our  only  course 
now  would  be  to  mount  him  again,  leave  this  place,  and 
seek  some  other.  But  where  could  we  go?  That  I 
could  not  imagine,  and  could  only  conclude  to  trust 
altogether  to  the  instinct  of  the  athaleb,  which  might 
guide  him  to  places  where  he  might  obtain  food.  Such 
a  course  would  involve  great  risk,  for  we  might  be  car¬ 
ried  into  the  midst  of  vast  flocks  of  these  monsters;  yet 
there  was  nothing  else  to  be  done. 

I  now  retraced  my  steps,  and  wrent  for  a  long  time 
near  the  sea.  At  length  I  found  a  place  where  the 
walking  was  somewhat  easier,  and  went  in  this  wTay  up 
into  the  island  and  away  from  the  sea.  It  seemed  to 
lead  in  the  direction  where  I  wished  to  go.  At  length 
it  seemed  as  if  I  had  walked  far  enough,  yet  I  could  see 
no  signs  of  Almah.  I  shouted,  but  there  was  no  answer. 
I  shouted  again  and  again,  but  with  the  like  result. 
Then  I  fired  my  rifle  and  listened.  In  response  there 
came  the  report  of  the  pistol  far  away  behind  me.  It 
was  evident  that  in  coming  back  along  the  shore  I  had 
passed  by  the  place  where  Almah  was.  There  was  noth- 
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ing  now  left  but  to  retrace  my  steps,  and  this  I  accord¬ 
ingly  did.  I  went  back  to  the  shore,  and  returned  on 
my  steps,  shouting  all  the  time,  until  at  length  I  was 
rejoiced  to  hear  the  answering  shout  of  Almah.  After 
this  it  was  easy  to  reach  her. 

We  now  took  up  the  grapple  and  once  more  mounted. 
The  athaleb,  eager  to  be  off,  raised  himself  quickly  in 
the  air,  and  soon  our  late  resting-place  was  far  behind. 
Ills  flight  was  now  different  from  what  it  was  before. 
Then  he  stood  off  in  one  straight  line  for  a  certain  fixed 
destination,  as  though  under  some  guidance;  for  though 
I  did  not  direct  him,  still  his  long  training  had  taught 
him  to  fly  to  Magones.  But  now  training  and  guidance 
were  both  wanting,  and  the  athaleb  was  left  to  the  im¬ 
pulse  of  his  hunger  and  the  guidance  of  his  instinct;  so 
he  flew  no  longer  in  one  undeviating  straight  line,  but 
rose  high,  and  bent  his  head  down  low,  and  flew  and 
soared  in  vast  circles,  even  as  I  have  seen  a  vulture  or 
a  condor  sweeping  about  while  searching  for  food.  All 
the  while  we  were  drawing  farther  and  farther  away 
from  the  spot  which  we  had  left. 

We  passed  the  lofty  volcano;  we  saw  more  plainly  the 
rivers  of  molten  lava;  we  passed  vast  cliffs  and  bleak 
mountains,  all  of  which  were  more  terrific  than  all  that 
we  had  left  behind.  Now  the  darkness  lessened,  for  the 
aurora  was  brightening  in  the  sky,  and  gathering  up 
swiftly  and  gloriously  all  its  innumerable  beams,  and 
flashing  forth  its  lustrous  glow  upon  the  world.  To  us 
this  was  equal  to  the  return  of  day  ;  it  was  like  a  blessed 
dawn.  Light  had  come,  and  we  rejoiced  and  were  ex¬ 
ceeding  glad. 

Now  we  saw  before  us,  far  beyond  the  black  preci¬ 
pices,  a  broad  bay  with  sloping  shores,  and  a  wide  beach 
which  seemed  like  a  beach  of  sand.  The  surf  broke 
here,  but  beyond  the  surf  was  the  gentle  sandy  decliv- 
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ity,  and  beyond  this  there  appeared  the  shores,  still 
rocky  and  barren  and  desolate,  but  far  preferable  to  what 
we  had  left  behind.  Far  away  in  the  interior  arose 
lofty  mountains  and  volcanoes,  while  behind  us  flamed 
the  burning  peak  which  we  had  passed. 

Here  the  athaleb  wheeled  in  long,  circuitous  flights, 
which  grew  lower  and  lower,  until  at  length  he  de¬ 
scended  upon  the  sandy  beach,  where  I  saw  a  vast  sea- 
monster  lying  dead.  It  had  evidently  been  thrown  up 
here  by  the  sea.  It  was  like  one  of  those  monsters  which 
I  had  seen  from  the  galley  of  the  Kohen  at  the  time  of 
the  sacred  hunt.  By  this  the  athaleb  descended,  and 
at  once  began  to  devour  it,  tearing  out  vast  masses  of 
flesh,  and  exhibiting  such  voracity  and  strength  of  jaw 
that  I  could  scarcely  bear  to  look  upon  the  sight.  I 
fastened  the  grapple  securely  to  the  head  of  the  dead 
monster,  and,  leaving  the  athaleb  to  feed  upon  it,  Almah 
and  I  went  up  the  beach. 

On  our  way  we  found  rocks  covered  with  sea-weed, 
and  here  we  sought  after  shell-fish.  Our  search  was  at 
length  rewarded,  for  suddenly  I  stumbled  upon  a  place 
where  I  found  some  lobsters.  I  grasped  two  of  these, 
but  the  others  escaped.  Here  at  last  I  had  found  signs 
of  life,  but  they  were  of  the  sea  rather  than  of  the  shore. 
Delighted  with  my  prey,  I  hastened  to  Almah  to  show 
them  to  her.  She  recognized  them  at  once,  and  I  saw 
that  they  were  familiar  to  her.  I  then  spoke  of  eating 
them,  but  at  this  proposal  she  recoiled  in  horror.  She 
could  not  give  any  reason  for  her  repugnance,  but  merely 
said  that  among  her  people  they  were  regarded  as  some¬ 
thing  equivalent  to  vermin,  and  I  found  that  she  would 
no  more  think  of  eating  one  than  I  would  think  of  eating 
a  rat.  Upon  this  I  had  to  throw  them  away,  and  we 
once  more  resumed  our  search. 

At  last  we  came  to  a  place  where  numbers  of  dead 
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fish  lay  on  the  sand.  Nearer  the  water  they  were  more 
fresh,  and  not  at  all  objectionable.  I  picked  up  a  few 
which  looked  like  our  common  smelt,  and  found  that 
Almali  had  no  objection  to  these.  But  now  the  ques¬ 
tion  arose  how  to  cook  them  ;  neither  of  us  could  eat 
them  raw.  A  fire  was  necessary,  yet  a  fire  was  impos¬ 
sible  ;  for  on  the  whole  island  there  was  probably  not 
one  single  combustible  thing.  Our  discovery,  therefore, 
seemed  to  have  done  us  but  little  good,  and  we  seemed 
destined  to  starvation,  when  fortunately  a  happy  thought 
suggested  itself.  In  walking  along  I  saw  far  away  the 
glow  of  some  lava  which  had  flowed  to  the  shore  at  the 
end  of  the  sandy  beach,  and  was  probably  cooling  down 
at  the  water’s  edge.  Here,  then,  was  a  natural  fire, 
which  might  serve  us  better  than  any  contrivance  of 
our  own,  and  towards  this  we  at  once  proceeded.  It  was 
about  two  miles  away  ;  but  the  beach  was  smooth,  and 
we  reached  the  place  without  any  difficulty. 

Here  we  found  the  edge  of  that  lava  flood  which 
seemed  eternally  descending  from  the  crater  beyond. 
The  edge  which  was  nearest  the  water  was  black;  and 
the  liquid  fire,  as  it  rolled  down,  curled  over  this  in  a 
fantastic  shape,  cooling  and  hardening  into  the  form 
which  it  thus  assumed.  Here,  after  some  search,  I  found 
a  crevice  where  I  could  approach  the  fire,  and  I  laid  the 
fish  upon  a  crimson  rock,  wliich  was  cooling  and  harden¬ 
ing  into  the  shape  of  a  vast  ledge  of  lava.  In  this  way, 
by  the  aid  of  nature,  the  fish  were  broiled,  and  we  made 
our  repast. 

There  was  nothing  here  to  invite  a  longer  stay,  and. 
we  soon  returned  to  the  athaleb.  We  found  the  mon¬ 
ster,  gorged  with  food,  asleep,  resting  upon  his  hind-legs, 
with  his  breast  supported  against  the  vast  carcass.  Al- 
mah  called  it  a  jajitannin.  It  was  about  sixty  feet  in 
length  and  twenty  in  thickness,  with  a  vast  horny  head, 
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ponderous  jaws,  and  back  covered  with  scales.  Its  eyes 

were  of  prodigious  size,  and  it  had  the  appearance  of  a 

crocodile,  with  the  vast  size  of  a  whale.  It  was  unlike 

a  crocodile,  however;  for  it  had  fins  rather  than  paws, 

and  must  have  been  as  clumsy  on  the  land  as  a  seal  or  a 

*/ 

walrus.  It  lay  on  its  side,  and  the  athaleb  had  fed  itself 
from  the  uncovered  flesh  of  its  belly. 

There  was  nothing  here  to  induce  us  to  stay,  and  so 
we  wandered  along  the  beach  in  the  other  direction. 
On  our  right  was  the  bay;  on  our  left  the  rocky  shore, 
which,  beginning  at  the  beach,  ran  back  into  the  coun¬ 
try,  a  waste  of  impassable  rocks,  where  not  a  tree  or 
plant  or  blade  of  grass  relieved  the  appalling  desolation. 
Once  or  twice  we  made  an  attempt  to  penetrate  into  the 
country,  where  openings  appeared.  These  openings 
seemed  like  the  beds  of  dried-up  torrents.  We  were 
able  to  walk  but  a  few  paces,  for  invariably  we  would 
come  to  some  immense  blocks  of  rock,  which  barred  all 
farther  progress.  In  this  way  we  explored  the  beach 
for  miles  until  it  terminated  in  a  savage  promontory 
that  rose  abruptly  from  the  sea,  against  which  the  huge 
billows  broke  in  thunder. 

Then  we  retraced  our  steps,  and  again  reached  the 
spot  where  the  athaleb  was  asleep  by  the  jantannin. 
Alrnah  was  now  too  weary  to  walk  any  farther,  nor  was 
it  desirable  to  do  so;  for,  indeed,  we  had  traversed  all 
that  could  be  visited.  On  one  side  of  the  beach  was 
the  sea,  on  the  other  the  impassable  rocks;  at  one  end 
the  promontory,  at  the  other  the  lava  fires.  There  was 
nothing  more  for  us  to  do  but  to  wait  here  until  the 
athaleb  should  awake,  and  then  our  actions  would  de¬ 
pend  upon  what  we  might  now  decide. 

This  was  the  question  that  was  now  before  us,  and  this 
we  began  to  consider.  We  both  felt  the  most  unspeak¬ 
able  aversion  for  the  island,  and  to  remain  here  any 


Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 


225 


longer  was  impossible.  We  would  once  more  Lave  to 
mount  the  athaleb,  and  proceed  to  some  other  shore. 
But  where  ?  Ah  !  there  was  the  question.  Not  on 
the  island,  for  it  did  not  seem  possible  that  in  all  its 
extent  there  could  be  one  single  spot  capable  of  afford¬ 
ing  a  resting-place.  Layelali’s  information  in  regard  to 
Magones  had  made  that  much  plain.  I  had  not  taken 
in  her  full  meaning,  but  now  mine  eyes  had  seen  it. 
Yet  where  else  could  we  go?  Almah  could  not  tell 
where  under  the  sky  lay  that  land  which  she  loved;  I 
could  not  guess  where  to  go  to  find  the  land  of  the  Orin. 
Even  if  I  did  know,  I  did  not  feel  able  to  guide  the 
course  of  the  athaleb;  and  I  felt  sure  that  if  we  were  to 
mount  again,  the  mighty  monster  would  wing  his  flight 
back  again  to  the  very  place  from  which  we  had  escaped 
— the  amir.  These  thoughts  weighed  down  our  spirits. 
We  felt  that  we  had  gained  nothing  by  our  flight,  and 
that  our  future  was  dark  indeed.  The  only  hope  left  us 
was  that  we  might  be  able  to  guide  the  course  of  the 
athaleb  in  some  different  direction  altogether,  so  that 
we  should  not  be  carried  back  to  the  Kosekin. 

And  now,  worn  out  by  the  long  fatigues  of  this  join, 
we  thought  of  sleep.  Almah  laid  down  upon  the  sand, 
and  I  seated  myself,  leaning  against  a  rock,  a  little  dis¬ 
tance  off,  having  first  reloaded  my  rifle  and  pistol 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

RECAPTURE. 

How  long  I  slept  I  do  not  know;  but  in  the  midst  of 
my  sleep  there  sounded  voices,  which  at  first  intermin¬ 
gled  themselves  with  my  dreams,  but  gradually  became 
separate  and  sounded  from  without,  rousing  me  from  my 
slumbers.  I  opened  my  eyes  drowsily,  but  the  sight 
that  I  saw  was  so  amazing  that  in  an  instant  all  sleep 
left  me.  I  started  to  my  feet,  and  gazed  in  utter  be¬ 
wilderment  upon  the  scene  before  me. 

The  aurora  light  was  shining  with  unusual  brilliancy, 
and  disclosed  everything — the  sea,  the  shore,  the  athaleb, 
the  j  an  tannin,  the  promontory,  all  —  more  plainly  and 
more  luminously  than  before;  but  it  was  not  any  of 
these  things  that  now  excited  my  attention  and  ren¬ 
dered  me  dumb.  I  saw  Almah  standing  there  at  a  little 
distance,  with  despairing  face,  surrounded  by  a  band  of 
armed  Kosekin;  while  immediately  before  me,  regarding 
me  with  a  keen  glance  and  an  air  of  triumph,  was  Layelah. 

“ Atcesmzori  alonla ,”  said  she,  with  a  sweet  smile, 
giving  me  the  usual  salutation  of  the  Kosekin. 

I  was  too  bewildered  to  say  a  word,  and  stood  mute 
as  before,  looking  first  at  her  and  then  at  Almah. 

The  sight  of  Almah  a  prisoner  once  more,  surrounded 
by  the  Kosekin,  excited  me  to  madness.  I  seized  my 
rifle,  and  raised  it  as  if  to  take  aim,  but  Almah,  who 
understood  the  movement,  cried  to  me: 

“  Put  down  your  sepet-ram ,  Atam-or  !  you  can  do 
nothin#  for  me.  The  Kosekin  are  too  numerous.,, 
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“  Sepet-ram  /”  said  Layelah ;  “  wliat  do  mean  by  that  ? 
If  your  sepet-ram  has  any  power  do  not  try  to  use  it,  or 
else  I  shall  have  to  order  my  followers  to  give  to  Almah 
the  blessing  of  death.” 

At  this  my  rifle  was  lowered:  the  whole  truth  flashed 
upon  me,  and  I  saw,  too,  the  madness  of  resistance.  I 
might  kill  one  or  two;  but  the  rest  would  do  as  Layelah 
said,  and  I  should  speedily  be  disarmed.  Well  I  knew 
how  powerless  were  the  thunders  of  my  fire-arms  to 
terrify  these  Kosekin;  for  the  prospect  of  death  would 
only  rouse  them  to  a  mad  enthusiasm,  and  they  would 
all  rush  upon  me  as  they  would  rush  upon  a  jantannin — 
to  slay  and  be  slain.  The  odds  were  too  great.  A  crowd 
of  Europeans  could  be  held  in  check  far  more  easily  than 
these  death-loving  Kosekin.  The  whole  truth  was  thus 
plain:  we  were  prisoners,  and  were  at  their  mercy. 

Layelah  showed  no  excitement  or  anger  whatever. 
She  looked  and  spoke  in  her  usual  gracious  and  amiable 
fashion,  with  a  sweet  smile  on  her  face. 

“  We  knew,”  said  she,  “  that  you  would  be  in  distress 
in  this  desolate  place,  and  that  you  would  not  know 
where  to  go  from  Magones;  and  so  we  have  come,  full 
of  the  most  eager  desire  to  relieve  your  wants.  We 
have  brought  with  us  food  and  drink,  and  are  ready  to 
do  everything  for  you  that  you  may  desire.  We  have 
had  great  trouble  in  finding  you,  and  have  coursed  over 
the  shores  for  vast  distances,  and  far  over  the  interior,  but 
our  athalebs  found  you  at  last  by  their  scent.  And  we  re¬ 
joice  to  have  found  you  in  time,  and  that  you  are  both  so 
well,  for  we  have  been  afraid  that  you  have  been  suffering. 
Nay,  Atam-or,  do  not  thank  us,  thanks  are  distasteful  to 
the  Kosekin:  these  brave  followers  of  mine  will  all  be 
amply  rewarded  for  this,  for  they  will  all  be  made  pau¬ 
pers  ;  but  as  for  myself,  I  want  no  higher  reward  than  the 
delightful  thought  that  I  have  saved  you  from  suffering.” 

Q  2 
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The  beautiful,  smiling  Layelali,  who  addressed  me  in 
this  way  with  her  sweet  voice,  was  certainly  not  to  be 
treated  as  an  enemy.  Against  her  a  rifle  could  not  be 
levelled;  she  would  have  looked  at  me  with  the  same 
sweet  smile,  and  that  smile  would  have  melted  all  my 
resolution.  Nor  could  I  even  persist  in  my  determina¬ 
tion  to  remain.  Remain!  For  what?  For  utter  de¬ 
spair  !  And  yet  where  else  could  we  go  ? 

“You  do  not  know  where  lie  the  lands  of  the  Orin,” 
said  Layelali.  “  The  athaleb  does  not  know.  You  could 
not  guide  him  if  you  did  know.  You  are  helpless  on 
his  back.  The  art  of  driving  an  athaleb  is  difficult,  and 
cannot  be  learned  without  long  and  severe  practice. 
My  fear  was  that  the  athaleb  might  break  away  from 
you  and  return,  leaving  you  to  perish  here.  Had  you 
tried  to  leave  this  place  he  would  have  brought  you 
back  to  the  amir  A 

To  this  I  said  nothing — partly  because  it  was  so  true 
that  I  had  no  answer  to  make,  and  partly  also  out  of 
deep  mortification  and  dejection.  My  pride  was  wound¬ 
ed  at  being  thus  so  easily  baffled  by  a  girl  like  Layelali, 
and  all  my  grief  was  stirred  by  the  sadness  of  Almah. 
In  her  eyes  there  seemed  even  now  the  look  of  one  who 
sees  death  inevitable,  and  the  glance  she  gave  to  me 
was  like  an  eternal  farewell. 

Almah  now  spoke,  addressing  herself  to  Layelali. 

“  Death,”  said  she,  in  a  voice  of  indescribable  mourn- 
f ulness,  “  is  better  here  than  with  you.  We  would 
rather  die  here  than  go  back.  Let  us,  I  pray  you,  re¬ 
ceive  the  blessing  of  death  here.  Let  us  be  paupers  and 
exiles,  and  die  on  Magones.” 

Layelah  heard  this  and  stood  for  a  moment  in  deeji 
thought. 

“No  one  but  a  stranger,”  said  she,  at  length,  “would 
ask  such  a  favor  as  that.  Do  you  not  know  that  what 
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you  ask  is  among  the  very  highest  honors  of  the  Kosekin  ? 
Who  am  I  that  I  can  venture  to  grant  such  a  request  as 
that?  Ask  for  anything  in  my  power,  and  I  will  be 
glad  to  grant  it.  I  have  already  arranged  that  you 
shall  be  separated  from  Atam-or;  and  that,  surely,  is  a 
high  privilege.  I  might  consent  to  bind  you  hand  and 
foot,  after  the  manner  of  the  most  distinguished  Asirin; 
you  may  also  be  blindfolded  if  you  wish  it.  I  might  even 
promise,  after  we  return  to  the  amir,  to  keep  you  con¬ 
fined  in  utter  darkness,  with  barely  sufficient  food  to  keep 
you  alive  until  the  time  of  the  sacrifice;  in  short,  there 
is  no  blessing  known  among  the  Kosekin  that  I  will  not 
give  so  long  as  it  is  in  my  power.  And  so,  beloved  Al- 
mah,”  continued  Layelah,“  you  have  every  reason  for  hap¬ 
piness;  you  have  all  the  highest  blessings  known  among 
the  Kosekin:  separation  from  your  lover,  poverty,  want, 
darkness;  and,  finally,  the  prospect  of  inevitable  death 
ever  before  you  as  the  crowning  glory  of  your  lot.” 

These  words  seemed  to  the  Kosekin  the  very  excess  of 
magnanimity,  and  involuntary  murmurs  of  admiration 
escaped  them ;  although  it  is  just  possible  that  they  mur¬ 
mured  at  the  greatness  of  the  favor  that  was  offered. 
But  to  me  it  sounded  like  fiendish  mockery,  and  to  Al- 
mah  it  sounded  the  same;  for  a  groan  escaped  her,  her 
fortitude  gave  way,  she  sank  on  her  knees,  buried  her 
head  in  her  hands,  and  wept. 

“  Almali,”  cried  I,  in  a  fury,  “  we  will  not  go  back — 
we  will  not  be  separated  !  I  will  destroy  all  the  atha- 
lebs,  and  we  shall  all  perish  here  together.  At  least, 
you  and  I  will  not  be  separated.” 

At  this  Almah  started  up. 

“No,  no,”  said  she — “no;  let  us  go  back.  Here  we 
have  nothing  but  death.” 

“But  we  have  death  also  at  the  amir ,  and  a  more  ter¬ 
rible  one,”  said  L 


230 


A  Strange  Manuscript 


“If  you  kill  the  athalebs,”  said  Layelah,  “  I  will  give 
Aimak  the  blessing  of  death.” 

At  this  I  recoiled  in  horror,  and  my  resolution  again 
gave  way. 

“You  have  some  mysterious  power  of  conferring 
death,”  continued  Layelah,  “with  what  Almah  calls  your 
sepet-ram  /  but  do  not  kill  the  athalebs,  for  it  will  do 
you  no  good.  Almah  would  then  receive  the  blessing 
of  death.  My  followers,  these  noble  Kosekin,  would  re¬ 
joice  in  thus  gaining  exile  and  death  on  Magones.  As 
for  myself,  it  would  be  my  highest  happiness  to  be  here 
alone  with  you.  With  you  I  should  live  for  a  few  sweet 
joins,  and  with  you  I  should  die;  so  go  on  —  kill  the 
athalebs  if  you  wish.” 

“Do  not!”  cried  Almah — “do  not!  There  is  no 
hope.  We  are  their  prisoners,  and  our  only  hope  is  in 
submission.” 

Upon  this  all  further  thought  of  resistance  left  me, 
and  I  stood  in  silence,  stolidly  wraiting  for  their  action. 
As  I  looked  around  I  noticed  a  movement  near  the  jan- 
tannin,  and  saw  several  athalebs  there  which  were  de¬ 
vouring  its  flesh.  I  now  went  over  to  Almah  and  spoke 
to  her.  We  wrere  both  full  of  despair.  It  seemed  as 
though  we  might  never  meet  again.  We  were  to  be 
separated  now;  but  who  could  say  whether  we  should 
be  permitted  to  see  each  other  after  leaving  this  place. 
We  had  but  little  to  say.  I  held  her  in  my  arms,  re¬ 
gardless  of  the  presence  of  others;  and  these,  seeing  our 
emotion,  at  once  moved  away,  with  the  usual  delicacy 
of  the  Kosekin,  and  followed  Layelah  to  the  jantannin 
to  see  about  the  athalebs. 

At  last  our  interview  was  terminated.  Layelah  came 
and  informed  us  that  all  was  ready  for  our  departure. 
We  walked  sadly  to  the  place,  and  found  the  athalebs 
crouched  to  receive  their  riders.  There  were  four  be- 
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sides  ours.  Layelah  informed  me  that  I  was  to  go  with 
her,  and  Almah  was  to  go  on  another  athaleb.  I  en¬ 
treated  her  to  let  Almah  go  with  me;  but  she  declined, 
saying  that  our  athaleb  could  only  carry  two,  as  he 
seemed  fatigued,  and  it  would  not  be  safe  to  overload 
him  for  so  long  a  flight.  I  told  her  that  Almah  and  I 
could  go  together  on  the  same  athaleb;  but  she  objected 
on  the  ground  of  my  ignorance  of  driving.  And  so,  re¬ 
monstrances  and  objections  being  alike  useless,  I  was 
compelled  to  yield  to  the  arrangements  that  had  been 
made.  Almah  mounted  on  another  athaleb.  I  mounted 
with  Layelah,  and  then  the  great  monsters  expanded 
their  mighty  wings,  rose  into  the  air,  and  soon  were 
speeding  over  the  waters. 

We  went  on  in  silence  for  some  time.  I  was  too  de¬ 
spondent  to  say  a  word,  and  all  my  thoughts  turned 
towards  Almah,  who  was  now  separated  from  me — per¬ 
haps  forever.  The  other  athalebs  went  ahead,  at  long 
intervals  apart,  flying  in  a  straight  line,  while  ours  was 
last.  Layelah  said  nothing.  She  sat  in  front  of  me; 
her  back  was  turned  towards  me;  she  held  in  her  hands 
the  reins,  which  hung  quite  loose  at  first,  but  after  a 
while  she  drew  them  up,  and  seemed  to  be  directing  our 
course.  For  some  time  I  did  not  notice  anything  in 
particular,  for  my  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  athaleb  im¬ 
mediately  before  us,  upon  which  was  seated  the  loved 
form  of  Almah,  which  I  could  easily  recognize.  But  our 
athaleb  flew  slowly,  and  I  noticed  that  we  were  falling 
behind.  I  said  this  to  Layelah,  but  she  only  remarked 
that  it  was  fatigued  with  its  long  journey.  To  this  I 
objected  that  the  others  had  made  as  long  a  journey,  and 
insisted  that  she  should  draw  nearer.  This  she  at  first 
refused  to  do;  but  at  length,  as  I  grew  persistent,  she 
complied,  or  pretended  to  do  so.  In  spite  of  this,  how¬ 
ever,  we  again  fell  behind,  and  I  noticed  that  this  always 


232 


A  Strange  Manuscript 


happened  when  the  reins  were  drawn  tight.  On  making 
this  discovery  I  suddenly  seized  both  reins  and  let  them 
trail  loose,  whereupon  the  athaleb  at  once  showed  a  per¬ 
ceptible  increase  of  speed,  which  proved  that  there  was 
no  fatigue  in  him  whatever.  This  I  said  to  Layelah. 

She  acquiesced  with  a  sweet  smile,  and,  taking  the 
reins  again,  she  sat  around  so  as  to  face  me,  and  said, 

“  You  are  very  quick.  It  is  no  use  to  try  to  deceive 
you,  Atam-or;  I  wish  to  fall  behind.” 

“  Why  ?” 

“  To  save  you  ?” 

“  To  save  me  ?” 

“Yes.  I  can  take  you  to  the  land  of  the  Orin.  Now 
is  the  time  to  escape  from  death.  If  you  go  back  you 
must  surely  die;  but  now,  if  you  will  be  guided  by  me, 
I  can  take  you  to  the  land  of  the  Orin.  There  they 
all  hate  death;  they  love  life;  they  live  in  the  light. 
There  you  will  find  those  who  are  like  yourself;  there 
you  can  love  and  be  happy.” 

“  But  what  of  Almah?”  I  asked. 

Layelah  made  a  pretty  gesture  of  despair. 

“You  are  always  talking  of  Almah,”  said  she. 
“  What  is  Almah  to  you  ?  She  is  cold,  dull,  sad !  She 
never  will  speak.  Let  her  go.” 

“Never!”  said  I.  “Almah  is  worth  more  than  all 
the  world  to  me.” 

Layelah  sighed. 

“I  can  never,  never,  never,”  said  she,  “get  from  you 
the  least  little  bit  of  a  kind  word — even  after  all  that  I 
have  done  for  you,  and  when  you  know  that  I  would 
lie  down  and  let  you  trample  me  under  your  feet  if  it 
gave  you  any  pleasure.” 

“Oh,  that  is  not  the  question  at  all,”  said  I.  “You 
are  asking  me  to  leave  Almah — to  be  false  to  her — and 
I  cannot.” 
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(i  Among  the  Kosekin,”  said  Layelah,  “it  is  the  high¬ 
est  happiness  for  lovers  to  give  one  another  up.” 

“I  am  not  one  of  the  Kosekin,”  said  I.  “I  cannot 
let  her  go  away — I  cannot  let  her  go  back  to  the  amir 
— to  meet  death  alone.  If  she  dies  she  shall  see  me  by 
her  side,  ready  to  die  with  her.” 

At  this  Layelah  laughed  merrily. 

“  Is  it  possible,”  said  she,  “  that  you  believe  that  ? 
Do  you  not  know  that  if  Almah  goes  back  alone  she 
will  not  die  !” 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?” 

“  Why,  she  can  only  die  when  you  are  in  her  compa¬ 
ny.  She  has  lived  for  years  among  us,  and  we  have 
waited  for  some  one  to  appear  whom  she  might  love,  so 
that  we  might  give  them  both  the  blessing  of  death.  If 
that  one  should  leave  her  Almah  could  not  receive  the 
blessing.  She  would  be  compelled  to  live  longer,  until 
some  other  lover  should  appear.  Now,  by  going  with 
me  to  the  land  of  the  Orin  you  will  save  Almah’s  life — 
and  as  for  Almah,  why  she  will  be  happy — and  dear  papa 
is  quite  willing  to  marry  her.  You  must  see,  therefore, 
dear  Atam-or,  that  my  plan  is  the  very  best  that  can  be 
thought  of  for  all  of  us,  and,  above  all,  for  Almah.” 

This,  however,  was  intolerable;  and  I  could  not  con¬ 
sent  to  desert  Almah,  even  if,  by  doing  so,  I  should 
save  her  life.  My  own  nature  revolted  from  it.  Still, 
it  was  not  a  thing  which  I  could  dismiss  on  the  instant. 
The  safety  of  Almah’s  life  indeed  required  considera¬ 
tion;  but  then  the  thought  came  of  her  wonder  at  my 
desertion.  Would  she  not  think  me  false  ?  Would  not 
the  thought  of  my  falsity  be  worse  than  death  ? 

“No,”  said  I ;  “I  will  not  leave  her — not  even  to  save 
her  life.  Even  among  us  there  are  things  worse  than 
death.  Almah  would  rather  die  by  the  sacrificial  knife 
than  linger  on  with  a  broken  heart.” 
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“Oh,  no,”  said  Layelah,  sweetly;  “she  will  rejoice 
that  you  are  safe.  Do  you  not  see  that  while  you  are 
together  death  is  inevitable,  hut  if  you  separate  you  may 
both  live  and  be  happy  ?” 

“  But  she  will  think  me  dead,”  said  I,  as  a  new  idea 
occurred.  “  She  will  think  that  some  accident  has  be¬ 
fallen  me.” 

“  Oh,  no  she  won’t,”  said  Layelah ;  “  she  will  think 
that  you  have  gone  off  with  me.” 

“Then  that  will  be  worse,  and  I  would  rather  die, 
and  have  her  die  with  me,  than  live  and  have  her  think 
me  false.” 

“  You  are  very,  very  obstinate,”  said  Layelah,  sweetly. 

I  made  no  reply.  During  this  conversation  I  had 
been  too  intent  upon  Layelah’s  words  to  notice  the  atlia- 
lebs  before  me;  but  now,  as  I  looked  up,  I  saw  that  we 
had  fallen  far  behind,  and  that  Layelah  had  headed  our 
athaleb  in  a  new  direction.  Upon  this  I  once  more 
snatched  the  reins  from  her,  and  tried  to  return  to  our 
former  course.  This,  however,  I  was  utterly  unable 
to  do. 

Layelah  laughed. 

“You  will  have  to  let  me  guide  our  course,”  said  she. 
“You  can  do  nothing.  The  athaleb  will  now  go  in  a 
straight  line  to  the  land  of  the  Orin.” 

LTpon  this  I  started  up  in  wild  excitement. 

“Never,  never,  never  !”  I  cried,  in  a  fury.  “I  will 
not;  I  will  destroy  this  athaleb  and  perish  in  the  water  !” 

As  I  said  this  I  raised  my  rifle. 

“  What  are  you  going  to  do  ?”  cried  Layelah,  in  ac¬ 
cents  of  fear. 

“Turn  back,”  I  cried,  “or  I  will  kill  this  athaleb  !” 

Upon  this  Layelah  dropped  the  reins,  stood  up,  and 
looked  at  me  with  a  smile. 

“  Oh,  Atam-or,”  said  she,  “  what  a  thing  to  ask  !  How 
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can  I  go  back  now,  when  we  have  started  for  the  land 
of  the  Orin  ?” 

“  We  shall  never  reach  the  land  of  the  Orin,”  I  cried; 
“we  shall  perish  in  the  sea!” 

“Oh,  no,”  said  Layelah;  “you  cannot  kill  the  atha- 
leb.  You  are  no  more  than  an  insect;  your  rod  is  a 
weak  thing,  and  will  break  on  his  iron  frame.” 

It  was  evident  that  Layelah  had  not  the  slightest  idea 
of  the  powers  of  my  rifle.  There  was  no  hesitation  on 
my  part.  I  took  aim  with  the  rifle.  At  that  moment 
I  was  desperate.  I  thought  of  nothing  but  the  swift 
flight  of  the  athaleb,  which  was  bearing  me  away  for¬ 
ever  from  Almah.  I  could  not  endure  that  thought, 
and  still  less  could  I  endure  the  thought  that  she  should 
believe  me  false.  It  was  therefore  in  a  wild  passion  of 
rage  and  despair  that  I  levelled  my  rifle,  taking  aim  as 
well  as  I  could  at  what  seemed  a  vital  part  under  the 
wing.  The  motion  of  the  wing  rendered  this  difficult, 
however,  and  I  hesitated  a  moment;  so  as  to  make  sure. 
All  this  time  Layelah  stood  looking  at  me  with  a  smile 
on  her  rosy  lips  and  a  merry  twinkle  in  her  eyes — evi¬ 
dently  regarding  ray  words  as  empty  threats  and  my 
act  as  a  vain  pretence,  and  utterly  unprepared  for  what 
was  to  follow. 

Suddenly  I  fired  both  barrels  in  quick  succession. 
The  reports  rang  out  in  thunder  over  the  sea.  The 
athaleb  gave  a  wild,  appalling  shriek,  and  fell  straight 
down  into  the  water,  fluttering  vainly  with  one  wing, 
while  the  other  hung  down  useless.  A  shriek  of  horror 
burst  from  Layelah.  She  started  back,  and  fell  from 
her  standing-place  into  the  waves  beneath.  The  next 
instant  we  were  all  in  the  water  together — the  athaleb, 
writhing  and  lashing  the  water  into  foam,  while  I  invol¬ 
untarily  clung  to  his  coarse  mane,  and  expected  death 
every  moment. 
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But  death  did  not  come;  for  the  athaleb  did  not  sink, 
but  floated  with  his  back  out  of  the  water,  the  right 
pinion  being  sunk  underneath  and  useless,  and  the  left 
struggling  vainly  with  the  sea.  But  after  a  time  he 
folded  up  the  left  wing  and  drew  it  close  in  to  his  side, 
and  propelled  himself  with  his  long  hind  -  legs.  His 
right  wing  was  broken,  but  he  did  not  seem  to  have 
suffered  any  other  injury. 

Suddenly  I  heard  a  cry  behind  me : 

“  Atam-or  !  oh,  Atam-or  !” 

I  looked  around  and  saw  Layelah.  She  was  swimming 
in  the  water  and  seemed  exhausted.  In  the  agitation 
of  the  past  few  moments  I  had  lost  sight  of  her,  and 
had  thought  that  she  was  drowned;  but  now  the  sight 
of  her  roused  me  from  my  stupor  and  brought  me  back 
to  myself.  She  was  swimming,  yet  her  strokes  were 
weak  and  her  face  full  of  despair.  In  an  instant  I  had 
flung  off  my  coat,  rolled  up  the  rifle  and  pistol  in  its 
folds,  and  sprung  into  the  water.  A  few  strokes  brought 
me  to  Layelah.  A  moment  more  and  I  should  have 
been  too  late.  I  held  her  head  out  of  water,  told  her 
not  to  struggle,  and  then  struck  out  to  go  back.  It 
would  have  been  impossible  for  me  to  do  this  encum¬ 
bered  with  such  a  load,  had  I  not  fortunately  perceived 
the  floating  wing  of  the  athaleb  close  beside  me.  This 
I  seized,  and  by  means  of  it  drew  myself  with  Layelah 
alongside;  after  which  I  succeeded  in  putting  her  on 
the  back  of  the  animal,  and  soon  followed  myself. 

The  terror  of  the  rifle  had  overwhelmed  her,  and  the 
suddenness  of  the  catastrophe  had  almost  killed  her. 
She  had  struggled  in  the  water  for  a  long  time,  and  had 
called  to  me  in  vain.  Now  she  was  quite  exhausted, 
and  lay  in  my  arms  trembling  and  sobbing.  I  spoke  to 
her  encouragingly,  and  wrapped  her  in  my  coat,  and 
rubbed  her  hands  and  feet,  until  at  last  she  began  to  re- 
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cover.  Then  she  wept  quietly  for  a  long  time ;  then  the 
weeping-tit  passed  away.  She  looked  up  with  a  smile, 
and  in  her  face  there  was  unutterable  gratitude. 

“Atam-or,”  said  she,  “  I  never  loved  death  like  the 
rest  of  the  Kosekin  ;  but  now — but  now — I  feel  that 
death  with  you  would  be  sweet.” 

Then  tears  came  to  her  eyes,  and  I  found  tears  com¬ 
ing  to  my  own,  so  that  I  had  to  stoop  down  and  kiss 
away  the  tears  of  Layelah.  As  I  did  so  she  twined 
both  her  arms  around  my  neck,  held  me  close  to  her, 
and  sighed. 

“  Oh,  Atam-or,  death  with  you  is  sweet !  And  now 
you  cannot  reproach  me —  You  have  done  this  your¬ 
self,  with  your  terrible  power ;  and  you  have  saved  my 
life  to  let  me  die  with  you.  You  do  not  hate  me,  then, 
Atam-or,  do  you  ?  J ust  speak  once  to  a  poor  little  girl, 
and  say  that  you  do  not  hate  her  !” 

All  this  was  very  pitiable.  What  man  that  had  a 
heart  in  his  breast  could  listen  unmoved  to  words  like 
these,  or  look  without  emotion  upon  one  so  beautiful,  so 
gentle,  and  so  tender  ?  It  was  no  longer  Layelah  in 
triumph  with  whom  I  had  to  do,  but  Layelah  in  distress  : 
the  light  banter,  the  teasing,  mocking  smile,  the  kin¬ 
dling  eye,  the  ready  laugh — all  were  gone.  There  was 
nothing  now  but  mournful  tenderness — the  timid  appeal 
of  one  who  dreaded  a  repulse,  the  glance  of  deep  affec¬ 
tion,  the  abandonment  of  love. 

I  held  Layelah  in  my  arms,  and  I  thought  of  nothing 
now  but  words  of  consolation  for  her.  Life  seemed 
over;  death  seemed  inevitable;  and  there,  on  the  back 
of  the  athaleb,  we  floated  on  the  waters  and  waited  for 
our  doom. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

FALLING,  LIKE  ICARUS,  INTO  THE  SEA. 

The  aurora  light,  which  had  flamed  brightly,  was 
now  extinct,  and  darkness  was  upon  the  face  of  the 
deep,  where  we  floated  on  the  back  of  the  monster. 
He  swam,  forcing  himself  onward  with  his  hind-legs, 
with  one  broad  wing  folded  up  close.  Had  both  been 
folded  up  the  athaleb  could  have  swum  rapidly;  but  the 
broken  wing  lay  expanded  over  the  water,  tossing  with 
the  waves,  so  that  our  progress  was  but  slight.  Had  it 
not  been  for  this  the  athaleb’s  own  instinct  might  have 
served  to  guide  him  towards  some  shore  which  we  might 
have  hoped  to  reach  before  life  was  extinct;  but  as  it 
was,  all  thought  of  reaching  any  shore  was  out  of  the 
question,  and  there  arose  before  us  only  the  prospect  of 
death — a  death,  too,  which  must  be  lingering  and  pain¬ 
ful  and  cruel.  Thus  amid  the  darkness  we  floated, 
and  the  waves  dashed  around  us,  and  the  athaleb  never 
ceased  to  struggle  in  the  water,  trying  to  force  his  way 
onward.  It  seemed  sweet  at  that  moment  to  have  Laye- 
lah  with  me,  for  what  could  have  been  more  horrible 
than  loneliness  amid  those  black  waters  ?  and  Layelah’s 
mind  was  made  up  to  meet  death  with  joy,  so  that  her 
mood  conveyed  itself  to  me.  And  I  thought  that  since 
death  was  inevitable  it  were  better  to  meet  it  thus,  and 
in  this  way  end  my  life — not  amid  the  horrors  of  the 
sacrifice  and  the  Mista  Kosek ,  but  in  a  way  which 
seemed  natural  to  a  seafaring  man  like  myself,  and 
with  which  I  had  long  familiarized  my  thoughts.  For 
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I  had  fallen  upon  a  world  and  among  people  which  were 
all  alien  and  unintelligible  to  me;  and  to  live  on  would 
only  open  the  way  to  new  and  worse  calamities.  There 
was  peace  also  in  the  thought  that  my  death  would 
snatch  the  prospect  of  death  from  Almah.  She  would 
now  be  safe.  It  was  only  when  we  were  together  as 
lovers  that  death  threatened  her;  but  now  since  I  was 
removed  she  could  resume  her  former  life,  and  she  might 
remember  me  only  as  an  episode  in  that  life.  That  she 
would  remember  me  I  felt  sure,  and  that  she  would  weep 
for  me  and  mourn  after  me  was  undeniable;  but  time 
as  it  passed  would  surely  alleviate  that  grief,  and  Almah 
would  live  and  be  happy.  Perhaps  she  might  yet  re¬ 
gain  her  native  land  and  rejoin  her  loved  kindred,  whom 
she  would  tell  of  the  stranger  from  an  unknown  shore 
who  had  loved  her,  and  through  whose  death  she  had 
gained  her  life.  Such  were  the  thoughts  that  filled  my 
mind  as  I  floated  over  the  black  water  with  darkness  all 
around,  as  I  held  Layelah  in  my  arms,  with  my  coat 
wrapped  around  her,  and  murmured  in  her  ear  tender 
words  of  consolation  and  sympathy. 

A  long,  long  time  had  passed — but  how  long  I  know 
not — when  suddenly  Layelah  gave  a  cry,  and  started  up 
on  her  knees,  with  her  head  bent  forward  listening  in¬ 
tently.  I  too  listened,  and  I  could  distinctly  hear  the 
sound  of  breakers.  It  was  evident  that  we  were  ap¬ 
proaching  some  shore;  and,  from  what  I  remembered  of 
the  shore  of  Magones,  such  a  shore  meant  death  and 
death  alone.  We  stood  up  and  tried  to  peer  through 
the  gloom.  At  length  we  saw  a  whole  line  of  breakers, 
and  beyond  all  was  black.  We  waited  anxiously  in  that 
position,  and  drew  steadily  nearer.  It  was  evident  that 
the  athaleb  was  desirous  of  reaching  that  shore,  and  we 
could  do  nothing  but  await  the  result. 

But  the  athaleb  had  his  wits  about  him,  and  swam 
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along  on  a  line  with  the  breakers  for  some  distance,  until 
at  length  an  opening  appeared,  into  which  he  directed 
his  course.  Passing  through  this  we  reached  still  water, 
which  seemed  like  a  lagoon  surrounded  by  a  coral  reef. 
The  athaleb  swam  on  farther,  and  at  length  we  saw  be¬ 
fore  us  an  island  with  a  broad,  sandy  beach,  beyond 
which  was  the  shadowy  outline  of  a  forest.  Here  the 
monster  landed,  and  dragged  himself  wearily  upon  the 
sand,  where  he  spread  his  vast  bulk  out,  and  lay  pant¬ 
ing  heavily.  We  dismounted — I  first,  so  as  to  assist 
Layelah  ;  and  then  it  seemed  as  if  death  were  postponed 
for  a  time,  since  we  had  reached  this  place  where  the 
rich  and  rank  vegetation  spoke  of  nothing  but  vigorous 
life. 

Fortune  had  indeed  dealt  strangely  with  me.  I  had 
fled  with  Almah,  and  with  her  had  reached  one  desolate 
shore,  and  now  I  found  myself  with  Layelah  upon  an¬ 
other  shore,  desolate  also,  but  not  a  savage  wilderness. 
This  lonely  island,  ringed  with  the  black  ocean  waters, 
was  the  abode  of  a  life  of  its  own,  and  there  was  noth¬ 
ing  here  to  crush  the  soul  into  a  horror  of  despair  like 
that  which  was  caused  by  the  tremendous  scenes  on  Ma- 
gones. 

In  an  instant  Layelah  revived  from  her  gloom.  She 
looked  around,  clapped  her  little  hands,  laughed  aloud, 
and  danced  for  joy. 

“  Oh,  Atam-or,”  she  cried,  “see — see  the  trees,  see  the 
grass,  the  bushes  !  This  is  a  land  of  wonder.  As  for 
food,  you  can  call  it  down  from  the  sky  with  your  sepet- 
ram ,  or  we  can  find  it  on  the  rocks.  Oh,  Atam-or  !  life 
is  better  than  death,  and  we  can  live  here  and  we  can  be 
happy.  This  shall  be  better  to  us  than  the  lands  of  the 
Orin,  for  we  shall  be  alone,  and  we  shall  be  all  in  all  to 
one  another.’’ 

I  could  not  help  laughing,  and  I  said. 
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“Layelah,  this  is  not  the  language  of  the  Kosekin. 
You  should  at  once  go  to  the  other  side  of  this  island, 
and  sit  down  and  -wait  for  death.” 

“  Never,”  said  Layelah  ;  “  you  are  mine,  Atam-or,  and 
I  never  will  leave  you.  If  you  wish  me  to  die  for  you 
I  will  gladly  lay  down  my  life  ;  but  I  will  not  leave  you. 
I  love  you  Atam-or ;  and  now,  whether  it  be  life  or  death, 
it  is  all  the  same  so  long  as  I  have  you.” 

Our  submersion  in  the  sea  and  our  long  exposure  after¬ 
wards  had  chilled  both  of  us,  but  Layelah  felt  it  most. 
She  was  shivering  in  her  wet  clothes  in  spite  of  my  coat, 
which  I  insisted  on  her  wearing,  and  I  determined,  if  pos¬ 
sible,  to  kindle  a  fire.  Fortunately  my  powder  was  dry, 
for  I  had  thrown  off  my  flask  with  my  coat  before 
jumping  into  the  sea,  and  thus  I  had  the  means  of  creat¬ 
ing  fire.  I  rubbed  wet  powder  over  my  handkerchief, 
and  then  gathered  some  dried  sticks  and  moss.  After 
this  I  found  some  dead  trees,  the  boughs  of  which  were 
dry  and  brittle,  and  in  the  exercise  I  soon  grew  warm, 
and  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  a  great  heap  of  fag¬ 
ots  accumulating.  I  fired  my  pistol  into  the  handker¬ 
chief,  which,  being  saturated  with  powder,  caught  the 
fire,  and  this  I  blew  into  a  flame  among  the  dried  moss. 
A  bright  fire  now  sprang  up  and  blazed  high  in  the  air  ; 
while  I,  in  order  to  have  an  ample  supply  of  fuel,  con¬ 
tinued  to  gather  it  for  a  long  time.  At  length,  as  I  came 
back,  I  saw  Layelah  lying  on  the  sand  in  front  of  the 
fire,  sound  asleep.  I  was  glad  of  this,  for  she  was  weary, 
and  had  seemed  so  weak  and  tremulous  that  I  had  felt 
anxious  ;  so  now  I  arranged  my  coat  over  her  carefully, 
and  then  sat  down  for  a  time  to  think  over  this  new  turn 
which  my  fortune  had  taken. 

This  island  was  certainly  very  unlike  Magones,  yet  I 
had  no  surety  but  that  it  might  be  equally  destitute  of 

food.  This  was  the  first  question,  and  I  could  not  think 
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of  sleep  until  I  had  found  out  more  about  the  place. 
The  aurora  light,  which  constantly  brightens  and  lessens 
in  this  strange  world,  was  now  shining  gloriously,  and 
I  set.  forth  to  explore  the  island.  The  beach  was  of  line 
sand  all  the  way.  The  water  was  smooth,  and  shut  in 
on  every  side  by  an  outer  reef  against  which  the  sea- 
waves  broke  incessantly.  As  I  walked  I  soon  perceived 
what  the  island  was  ;  for  I  had  often  seen  such  places 
before  in  the  South  Pacific.  It  was,  in  fact,  a  coral  islet, 
with  a  reef  of  rocks  encircling  it  on  every  side.  The 
vegetation,  however,  was  unlike  anything  in  the  world 
beyond  ;  for  it  consisted  of  many  varieties  of  tree  ferns, 
that  looked  like  palms,  and  giant  grasses,  and  bamboo. 
The  island  wTas  but  small,  and  the  entire  circuit  was  not 
over  a  mile.  I  saw  nothing  that  looked  like  food,  nor 
did  it  seem  likely  that  in  so  small  a  place  there  could  be 
enough  sustenance  for  us.  Our  only  hope  would  be 
from  the  sea,  yet  even  here  I  could  see  no  signs  of  any 
sort  of  shell-fish.  On  the  whole  the  prospect  was  dis¬ 
couraging,  and  I  returned  to  the  starting-point  with  a 
feeling  of  dejection  ;  but  this  feeling  did  not  trouble  me 
much  at  that  time  :  my  chief  thought  was  of  rest,  and 
I  flung  myself  down  on  the  sand  and  fell  asleep. 

I  was  awakened  by  a  cry  from  Layelah.  Starting  up, 
I  saw  her  standing  and  looking  into  the  sky.  She  was 
intensely  excited.  As  soon  as  she  saw  me  she  rushed 
towards  me  and  burst  into  tears,  while  I,  full  of  wonder, 
could  only  stare  upward. 

“Oh  !”  cried  Layelah,  “they’ve  turned  back — they’ve 
found  us  !  We  shall  have  to  leave  our  dear,  lovely  isl¬ 
and.  Oh,  Atam-or,  I  shall  lose  you  now;  for  never, 
never,  never  again  will  you  have  one  thought  of  love 
for  your  poor  Layelah  !” 

With  these  words  she  clung  sobbing  to  me.  For  my 
part  I  do  not  remember  what  I  said  to  soothe  her,  for 
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the  sight  above  was  so  amazing  that  it  took  up  all  my 
attention.  The  aurora  shone  bright,  and  in  the  sky  I 
saw  two  vast  objects  wheeling  and  circling,  as  if  about 
to  descend.  I  recognized  them  at  once  as  athalebs;  but 
as  their  backs  were  hid  from  view  by  their  immense 
wings,  I  could  not  make  out  whether  they  were  wander¬ 
ers  about  to  alight  of  their  own  accord,  or  guided  here 
by  riders — perhaps  by  the  Kosekin  from  whom  we  had 
been  parted. 

This  much  at  least  I  remember.  I  said  to  Layelah 
that  these  athalebs  were  wild  ones,  which  had  come  here 
because  they  saw  or  scented  our  wounded  one ;  but 
Layelah  shook  her  head  with  mournful  meaning. 

“  Oh,  no,”  said  she,  “  Almah  has  come  back  for  you. 
This  firelight  has  guided  them.  If  you  had  not  made 
the  fire  they  never,  never,  never  could  have  found  us; 
but  now  all  is  lost.” 

There  was  no  time  for  conversation  or  discussion. 
The  athalebs  drew  swiftly  nearer  and  nearer,  descending 
in  long  circuits,  until  at  length  they  touched  the  ground 
not  far  away  on  the  wide  sandy  beach.  Then  we  saw 
people  on  their  backs,  and  among  them  was  Almah. 
We  hurried  towards  them,  and  Almah  rushed  into  my 
arms,  to  the  great  disgust  of  Layelah,  for  she  was  close 
beside  me  and  saw  it  all.  She  gave  an  exclamation  of 
grief  and  despair,  and  hurried  away. 

From  Almah  I  learned  that  our  disappearance  had 
caused  alarm;  that  two  of  the  athalebs  had  come  back 
in  search  of  us;  that  they  had  been  to  Magones,  and  had 
searched  over  the  seas,  and  were  just  about  giving  us 
up  as  lost  when  the  firelight  had  attracted  their  atten¬ 
tion  and  drawn  them  here. 

I  said  nothing  at  that  time  about  the  cause  of  our  dis¬ 
appearance,  but  merely  remarked  that  the  athaleb  had 
fallen  into  the  sea  and  swam  here.  This  was  sufficient. 
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They  had  to  remain  here  for  some  time  longer  to  rest 
their  athalebs.  At  length  we  prepared  to  depart.  Our 
wounded  athaleb  was  left  behind  to  take  care  of  him¬ 
self.  I  was  taken  with  Almah,  and  Layelah  went  on 
the  other.  We  were  thus  separated;  and  so  we  set  forth 
upon  our  return,  and  at  length  arrived  at  the  amir . 


Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 


245 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 
grimm’s  law  again. 

Dinner  was  now  announced,  and  Oxenden  laid  the 
manuscript  aside;  whereupon  they  adjourned  to  the 
cabin,  where  they  proceeded  to  discuss  both  the  repast 
and  the  manuscript. 

“Well,”  said  Featherstone,  “ More’s  story  seems  to 
be  approaching  a  crisis.  What  do  you  think  of  it  now, 
Melick  ?  Do  you  still  think  it  a  sensational  novel  ?” 

“Partly  so,”  said  Melick;  “but  it  would  be  nearer 
the  mark  to  call  it  a  satirical  romance.” 

“  Why  not  a  scientific  romance  ?” 

“Because  there’s  precious  little  science  in  it,  but  a 
good  deal  of  quiet  satire.” 

“Satire  on  what?”  asked  Featherstone.  “I’ll  be 
hanged  if  I  can  see  it.” 

“  Oh,  well,”  said  Melick,  “  on  things  in  general.  The 
satire  is  directed  against  the  restlessness  of  humanity; 
its  impulses,  feelings,  hopes,  and  fears — all  that  men  do 
and  feel  and  suffer.  It  mocks  us  by  exhibiting  a  new 
race  of  men,  animated  by  passions  and  impulses  which 
are  directly  the  opposite  of  ours,  and  yet  no  nearer  hap¬ 
piness  than  we  are.  It  shows  us  a  world  where  our  evil 
is  made  a  good,  and  our  good  an  evil;  there  all  that  we 
consider  a  blessing  is  had  in  abundance — prolonged  and 
perpetual  sunlight,  riches,  power,  fame — and  yet  these 
things  are  despised,  and  the  people,  turning  away  from 
them,  imagine  that  they  can  find  happiness  in  poverty, 
darkness,  death,  and  unrequited  love.  The  writer  thus 
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mocks  at  all  our  clearest  passions  and  strongest  desires; 
and  his  general  aim  is  to  show  that  the  mere  search  for 
happiness  per  se  is  a  vulgar  thing,  and  must  always  re¬ 
sult  in  utter  nothingness.  The  writer  also  teaches  the 
great  lesson  that  the  happiness  of  man  consists  not  in 
external  surroundings,  but  in  the  internal  feelings,  and 
that  heaven  itself  is  not  a  place,  but  a  state.  It  is  the 
old  lesson  which  Milton  extorted  from  Satan: 

“  1  Wliat  matter  where,  if  I  be  still  the  same — ’ 

“  Or  again: 

“  ‘  The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  of  itself 

Can  make  a  heaven  of  hell,  a  hell  of  heaven — ’  ” 

“That’s  good  too,”  cried  Oxenden.  “That  reminds 
me  of  the  German  commentators  who  find  in  the  ‘  Aga¬ 
memnon  ’  of  iEschylus,  or  the  ‘  QEdipus’  of  Sophocles,  or 
the  ‘Hamlet’  of  Shakespeare  motives  and  purposes  of 
which  the  authors  could  never  have  dreamed,  and  give 
us  a  metaphysical,  beer-and-tobacco-High-Dutch  Cly- 
temnestra,  or  Antigone,  or  Lady  Macbeth.  No,  my  boy, 
More  was  a  simple  sailor,  and  had  no  idea  of  satirizing 
anything.” 

“  How,  then,  do  you  account  for  the  perpetual  under¬ 
current  of  meaning  and  innuendo  that  may  be  found  in 
every  line  ?” 

“  I  deny  that  there  is  anything  of  the  sort,”  said  Ox¬ 
enden.  “  It  is  a  plain  narrative  of  facts  ;  but  the  facts 
are  themselves  such  that  they  give  a  new  coloring  to 
the  facts  of  our  own  life.  They  are  in  such  profound 
antithesis  to  European  ways  that  we  consider  them  as 
being  written  merely  to  indicate  that  difference.  It  is 
like  the  ‘Germania’  of  Tacitus,  which  many  critics 
still  hold  to  be  a  satire  on  Roman  ways,  while,  as  a  mat¬ 
ter  of  fact,  it  is  simply  a  narrative  of  German  manners 
and  customs.” 
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“  I  hope,”  cried  Melick,  “  that  you  do  not  mean  to 
compare  this  awful  rot  and  rubbish  to  the  ‘Germania’ 
of  Tacitus  ?” 

“  By  no  means,”  said  Oxenden  ;  “  I  merely  asserted 
that  in  one  respect  they  were  analogous.  You  forced 
on  the  allusion  to  the  £  Germania  ’  by  calling  this  ‘  rot 
and  rubbish’  a  satirical  romance.” 

“  Oh,  well,”  said  Melick,  “  I  only  referred  to  the  in¬ 
tention  of  the  writer.  His  plan  is  one  thing,  and  his 
execution  quite  another.  His  plan  is  not  bad,  but  he 
fails  utterly  in  his  execution.  The  style  is  detestable. 
If  he  had  written  in  the  style  of  a  plain  seaman,  and 
told  a  simple  unvarnished  tale,  it  would  have  been  all 
right.  In  order  to  carry  out  properly  such  a  plan  as  this 
the  writer  should  have  taken  Defoe  as  his  model,  or,  still 
better,  Dean  Swift.  ‘  Gulliver’s  Travels  ’  and  ‘  Robin¬ 
son  Crusoe  ’  show  what  can  be  done  in  this  way,  and 
form  a  standard  by  which  all  other  attempts  must  be 
judged.  But  this  writer  is  tawdry  ;  he  has  the  worst 
vices  of  the  sensational  school — he  shows  evervwhere 

4/ 

marks  of  haste,  gross  carelessness,  and  universal  feeble¬ 
ness.  When  he  gets  hold  of  a  good  fancy,  he  lacks  the 
patience  that  is  necessary  in  order  to  work  it  up  in  an 
effective  way.  He  is  a  gross  plagiarist,  and  over  and 
over  again  violates  in  the  most  glaring  manner  all  the 
ordinary  proprieties  of  style.  What  can  be  more  ab¬ 
surd,  for  instance,  than  the  language  which  he  puts  into 
the  mouth  of  Layelah.  Not  content  with  making  her 
talk  like  a  sentimental  boarding-school,  bread-and-but¬ 
ter  English  miss,  he  actually  forgets  himself  so  far  as 
to  put  in  her  mouth  a  threadbare  joke,  which  every  one 
has  heard  since  childhood.” 

“  What  is  that  ?” 

“  Oh,  that  silly  speech  about  the  athaleb  swallowing 
its  victuals  whole.” 
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“  What’s  the  matter  with  that  ?”  asked  Oxenden. 
“  It’s  merely  a  chance  resemblance.  In  translating  her 
words  into  English  they  fell  by  accident  into  that  shape. 
No  one  but  you  would  find  fault  with  them.  Would 
it  have  been  better  if  he  had  translated  her  words  into 
the  scientific  phraseology  which  the  doctor  made  use  of 
with  regard  to  the  ichthyosaurus  ?  He  might  have  made 
it  this  way  :  ‘Hoes  it  bite?’  ‘No,  it  swallows  its  food 
without  mastication.’  Would  that  have  been  better? 
Besides,  it’s  all  very  well  to  talk  of  imitating  Hefoe 
and  Swift ;  but  suppose  he  couldn’t  have  done  it?” 

“  Then  he  shouldn’t  have  written  the  book.” 

“  In  that  case  how  could  his  father  have  heard  about 
his  adventures  ?” 

“  Ilis  father  !”  exclaimed  Melick.  “  Ho  you  mean 
to  say  that  you  still  accept  all  this  as  bona  fide 

“  Ho  you  mean  to  say,”  retorted  Oxenden,  “  that  you 
still  have  any  doubt  about  the  authenticity  of  this  re¬ 
markable  manuscript  ?” 

At  this  each  looked  at  the  other  ;  Melick  elevated 
his  eyebrows,  and  Oxenden  shrugged  his  shoulders  ; 
but  each  seemed  unable  to  find  words  to  express  his 
amazement  at  the  other’s  stupidity,  and  so  they  took 
refuge  in  silence. 

“  What  do  you  understand  by  this  athaleb,  doctor  ?” 
asked  Featherstone. 

“  The  athaleb  ?”  said  the  doctor.  “  Why,  it  is  clearly 
the  pterodactyl.” 

“  By-the-bye,”  interrupted  Oxenden,  “  do  please  take 
notice  of  that  name.  It  affords  another  exemplification 
of  ‘  Grimm’s  Law.’  The  Hebrew  word  is  ‘  ataleph,’  and 
means  bat.  The  Kosekin  word  is  ‘athaleb.’  Here  you 
see  the  thin  letter  of  Hebrew  represented  by  the  aspi¬ 
rated  letter  of  the  Kosekin  language,  while  the  aspirated 
Hebrew  is  represented  by  the  Kosekin  medial,” 
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“  Too  true,”  exclaimed  Melick,  in  a  tone  of  deep  con¬ 
viction  ;  “  and  now,  Oxenden,  won’t  you  sing  us  a  song  ?” 

“  Nonsense,”  said  Featkerstone  ;  “  let  the  doctor  tell 
us  about  the  athaleb.” 

“Well,”  resumed  the  doctor,  “as  I  was  saying,  it 
must  be  undoubtedly  the  pterodactyl.  It  is  a  most  ex¬ 
traordinary  animal,  and  is  a  species  of  flying  lizard, 
although  differing  from  the  lizard  in  many  respects. 
It  had  the  head  and  neck  of  a  bird,  the  trunk  and  tail 
of  an  ordinary  mammal,  the  jaws  and  teeth  of  a  reptile, 
and  the  wings  of  a  bat.  Owen  describes  one  whose 
sweep  of  wings  exceeded  twenty  feet,  and  many  have 
been  found  of  every  gradation  of  size  down  to  that 
of  a  bat.  There  is  no  reason  why  they  should  not  be 
as  large  as  More  says  ;  and  I,  for  my  part,  do  not  sus¬ 
pect  him  of  exaggeration.  Some  have  supposed  that  a 
late,  lingering  individual  may  have  suggested  the  idea 
of  the  fabulous  dragon — an  idea  which  seems  to  be  in 
the  minds  of  nearly  all  the  human  race,  for  in  the  early 
records  of  many  nations  we  find  the  destruction  of  drag¬ 
ons  assigned  to  their  gods  and  heroes.  The  figure  of 
the  pterodactyl  represents  pretty  closely  that  which  is 
given  to  the  dragons.  It  is  not  impossible  that  they 
may  have  existed  into  the  period  which  we  call  prehis¬ 
toric,  and  that  monsters  far  larger  than  any  which  we 
have  yet  discovered  may  have  lingered  until  the  time 
when  man  began  to  increase  upon  the  earth,  to  spread 
over  its  surface,  and  to  carve  upon  wTood  and  stone  rep¬ 
resentations  of  the  most  striking  objects  around  him. 
When  the  living  pterodactyls  had  disappeared  the  mem¬ 
ory  of  them  was  preserved  ;  some  new  features  were 
added,  and  the  imagination  went  so  far  as  to  endow 
them  with  the  power  of  belching  forth  smoke  and  flames. 
Thus  the  dragon  idea  pervaded  the  minds  of  men,  and 
instead  of  a  natural  animal  it  became  a  fabulous  one. 
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“  The  fingers  of  the  fore-legs  were  of  the  ordinary 
dimensions,  and  terminated  with  crooked  nails,  and 
these  were  probably  used  to  suspend  themselves  from 
trees.  When  in  repose  it  rested  on  its  hind-legs  like  a 
bird,  and  held  its  neck  curving  behind,  so  that  its  enor¬ 
mous  head  should  not  disturb  its  equilibrium.  The  size 
and  form  of  the  feet,  of  the  leg,  and  of  the  thigh  prove 
that  they  could  hold  themselves  erect  with  firmness, 
their  wings  folded,  and  move  about  in  this  way  like 
birds,  just  as  More  describes  them  as  doing.  Like  birds 
they  could  also  perch  on  trees,  and  could  crawl  like  bats 
and  lizards  along  the  rocks  and  cliffs. 

“  Some  think  that  they  were  covered  with  scales  ;  but 
I  am  of  the  opinion  that  they  had  a  horny  hide,  with  a 
ridge  of  hair  running  down  their  backs — in  which  opin¬ 
ion  I  am  sustained  by  More’s  account.  The  smaller 
kinds  were  undoubtedly  insectivorous ;  but  the  larger 
ones  must  have  been  carnivorous,  and  probably  fed 
largely  on  fish.” 

“Well,  at  any  rate,”  said  Melick,  gravely,  “this 
athaleb  solves  the  difficult  question  as  to  how  the  Trog¬ 
lodytes  emigrated  to  the  South  Pole.” 

“  How  ?”  asked  the  doctor. 

“  Why,  they  must  have  gone  there  on  athalebs  ! 
Your  friends,  the  pterodactyls,  probably  lingered  long¬ 
est  among  the  Troglodytes,  who,  seeing  that  they  were 
rapidly  dying  out,  concluded  to  depart  to  another  and 
a  better  world.  One  beauty  of  this  theory  is  that  it 
cannot  possibly  be  disproved  ;  another  is  that  it  satisfies 
all  the  requirements  of  the  case  ;  a  third  is,  that  it  ac¬ 
counts  for  the  disappearance  of  the  pterodactyls  in  our 
world,  and  their  appearance  at  the  South  Pole  ;  and 
there  are  forty  or  fifty  other  facts,  all  included  in  this 
theory,  which  I  have  not  time  just  now  to  enumerate, 
but  will  try  to  do  so  after  we  have  finished  reading  the 
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manuscript.  I  will  only  add,  that  the  athalcb  must  be 
regarded  as  another  link  which  binds  the  Kosekin  to 
the  Semitic  race.” 

“  Another  link  ?”  said  Oxenden.  “  That  I  already 
have;  and  it  is  one  that  carries  conviction  with  it.” 

“  All  your  arguments  invariably  do,  my  dear  fellow.” 

“  What  is  it  ?”  asked  the  doctor. 

1  “  The  Kosekin  alphabet,”  said  Oxenden. 

'  “  I  can’t  see  how  you  can  make  anything  out  of  that,” 

said  the  doctor. 

“Very  well,  I  can  easily  explain,”  replied  Oxenden. 
“  In  the  first  place  we  must  take  the  old  Hebrew  alpha¬ 
bet.  I  will  write  down  the  letters  in  their  order  first.” 

Saying  this,  he  hastily  jotted  down  some  letters  on  a 
piece  of  paper,  and  showed  to  the  doctor  the  following  : 


Labials.  Palatals. 

A  B  C  (or  G) 

E  F  Ch  (or  H) 

I  Liquids,  L  M 

OP  K 


Linguals. 

D 

Dli  (or  Th) 
N 

T 


“That,”  said  he,  “is  substantially  the  order  of  the 
old  Hebrew  alphabet.” 

“  But,”  said  the  doctor,  “  the  Kosekin  alphabet  differs 
in  its  order  altogether  from  that.” 

“That  very  difference  can  be  shown  to  be  all  the 
stronger  proof  of  a  connection  between  them,”  said 
Oxenden. 

“  I  should  like  to  know  how.” 

“  The  fact  is,”  said  Oxenden,  “  these  letters  are  repre¬ 
sented  differently  in  the  two  languages,  in  exact  accord¬ 
ance  with  Grimm’s  Law.” 

“By  Jove!”  cried  Featherstone,  “Grimm’s  Law 
again.” 

“  According  to  that  law,”  continued  Oxenden,  “  the 
letters  of  the  alphabet  ought  to  change  their  order. 
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Now  let  us  leave  out  the  vowels  and  linguals,  and  deal 
only  with  the  mutes.  First,  we  have  in  the  Hebrew 
alphabet  the  medials  B,  G,  and  D.  Very  well ;  in  the 
Kosekin  we  have  standing  first  the  thin  letters,  or  ten¬ 
ues,  according  to  Grimm’s  Law,  namely,  P,  Iv,  T.  Next, 
we  have  in  the  Hebrew  the  aspirates  F,  Ch,  Dli.  In 
the  Kosekin  alphabet  we  have  corresponding  to  them 
the  medials  B,  G,  D.  Next,  we  have  in  the  Hebrew 
the  tenues,  or  thin  letters  P,  K,  T.  In  the  Kosekin  we 
have  the  corresponding  aspirates  F,  Ch,  Th.  The  vow¬ 
els,  liquids,  and  sibilants  need  not  be  regarded  just  here  ; 
for  the  proof  from  the  mutes  is  sufficient  to  satisfy  any 
reasonable  man.” 

“  Well,”  said  Melick,  “  I  for  one  am  thoroughly  satis¬ 
fied,  and  don’t  need  another  single  word.  The  fact  is, 
I  never  knew  before  the  all-sufficient  nature  of  Grimm’s 
Law.  Why,  it  can  unlock  any  mystery  !  When  I  get 
home  I  must  buy  one — a  tame  one,  if  possible,  and  keep 
him  with  me  always.  It  is  more  useful  to  a  literary 
man  than  to  any  other.  It  is  said  that  with  a  knowl¬ 
edge  of  Grimm’s  Law  a  man  may  wander  through  the 
world  from  Iceland  to  Ceylon,  and  converse  pleasantly 
in  all  the  Indo-European  languages.  More  must  have 
had  Grimm’s  Law  stowed  away  somewhere  about  him ; 
and  that’s  the  reason  why  he  escaped  the  icebergs,  the 
volcanoes,  the  cannibals,  the  subterranean  channel  mon¬ 
ster,  and  arrived  at  last  safe  and  sound  in  the  land  of 
the  Kosekin.  What  I  want  is  Grimm’s  Law — a  nice 
tidy  one,  well-trained,  in  good  working  order,  and  kind 
in  harness;  and  the  moment  I  get  one  I  intend  to  go  to 
the  land  of  the  Kosekin  myself.” 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

OXENDEX  PREACHES  A  SERMON. 

“  Magones,”  said  the  doctor,  “  is  clearly  a  volcanic 
island,  and,  taken  in  connection  with  the  other  volcanoes 
around,  shows  how  active  must  be  the  subterranean  fires 
at  the  South  Pole.  It  seems  probable  to  me  that  the 
numerous  caves  of  the  Kosekin  were  originally  fissures 
in  the  mountains,  formed  by  convulsions  of  nature;  and 
also  that  the  places  excavated  by  man  must  consist  of 
soft  volcanic  rock,  such  as  pumice-stone,  or  rather  tufa, 
easily  worked,  and  remaining  permanently  in  any  shape 
into  which  it  may  be  fashioned.  As  to  Magones,  it 
seems  another  Iceland;  for  there  are  the  same  wild  and 
hideous  desolation,  the  same  impassable  wilderness,  and 
the  same  universal  scenes  of  ruin,  lighted  up  by  the 
baleful  and  tremendous  volcanic  fires.” 

“  But  what  of  that  little  island  on  which  they  landed  ?” 
asked  Featherstone.  “This,  surely,  was  not  volcanic.” 

“  No,”  said  the  doctor,  “  that  must  have  been  a  coral 
island.” 

“By-the-bye,  is  it  really  true,”  asked  Featherstone, 
“that  these  coral  islands  are  the  work  of  little  in¬ 
sects  ?” 

“Well,  they  may  be  called  insects,”  replied  the  doc¬ 
tor;  “  they  are  living  zoophytes  of  most  minute  dimen¬ 
sions,  who,  however,  compensate  for  their  smallness  of 
size  by  their  inconceivable  numbers.  Small  as  these  are, 
they  have  accomplished  infinitely  more  than  all  that 
ever  was  done  by  the  ichthyosaurus,  the  plesiosaurus,  the 


A  Strange  Manuscript 


254 

pterodactyl,  and  the  whole  tribe  of  monsters  that  once 
filled  the  earth.  Immense  districts  and  whole  moun¬ 
tains  have  been  built  by  these  minute  creatures.  They 
have  been  at  work  for  ages,  and  are  still  at  work.  It  is 
principally  in  the  South  seas  that  their  labors  are  carried 
on.  Near  the  Maidive  Islands  they  have  formed  a  mass 
whose  volume  is  equal  to  the  Alps.  Around  New  Cale¬ 
donia  they  have  built  a  barrier  of  reefs  four  hundred 
miles  in  length,  and  another  along  the  northwest  coast 
of  Australia  a  thousand  miles  in  length.  In  the  Pacific 
Ocean  islands,  reefs,  and  islets  innumerable  have  been 
constructed  by  them,  which  extend  for  an  immense  dis¬ 
tance. 

“The  coral  islands  are  called  ‘atolls.’  They  are 
nearly  always  circular,  with  a  depression  in  the  centre. 
They  are  originally  made  ring-shaped,  but  the  action  of 
the  ocean  serves  to  throw  fragments  of  rock  into  the 
inner  depression,  which  thus  fills  up;  firm  land  appears; 
the  rock  crumbles  into  soil;  the  winds  and  birds  and 
currents  bring  seeds  here,  and  soon  the  new  island  is 
covered  with  verdure.  Those  little  creatures  have 
played  a  part  in  the  past  quite  as  important  as  in  the 
present.  All  Germany  rests  upon  a  bank  of  coral;  and 
they  seem  to  have  been  most  active  during  the  Oolitic 
Period.” 

“  How  do  the  creatures  act  ?”  asked  Featherstone. 

“  Nobody  knows,”  replied  the  doctor. 

A  silence  now  followed,  which  was  at  last  broken  by 
Oxenden. 

“  After  all,”  said  he,  “  these  monsters  and  marvels  of 
nature  form  the  least  interesting  feature  in  the  land  of 
the  Kosekin.  To  me  the  people  themselves  are  the  chief 
object  of  interest.  Where  did  they  get  that  strange, 
all-pervading  love  of  death,  which  is  as  strong  in  them 
as  love  of  life  is  in  us  ?” 


THE  ATOLLS,  OR  CORAL  ISLANDS. 
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“  Why,  they  got  it  from  the  imagination  of  the  writer 
of  the  manuscript,”  interrupted  Melick. 

“Yes,  it’s  easy  to  answer  it  from  your  point  of 
view;  yet  from  my  point  of  view  it  is  more  difficult. 
I  sometimes  think  that  it  may  be  the  strong  spirituality 
of  the  Semitic  race,  carried  out  under  exceptionally  fa¬ 
vorable  circumstances  to  the  ultimate  results;  for  the 
Semitic  race  more  than  all  others  thought  little  of  this 
life,  and  turned  their  affections  to  the  life  that  lives  be¬ 
yond  this.  The  Kosekin  may  thus  have  had  a  spiritual 
development  of  their  own,  which  ended  in  this. 

“  Yet  there  may  be  another  reason  for  it,  and  I  some¬ 
times  think  that  the  Kosekin  may  be  nearer  to  the  truth 
than  we  are.  We  have  by  nature  a  strong  love  of  life 
— it  is  our  dominant  feeling — but  yet  there  is  in  the 
minds  of  all  men  a  deep  underlying  conviction  of  the 
vanity  of  life,  and  its  worthlessness.  In  all  ages  and 
among  all  races  the  best,  the  purest,  and  the  wisest  have 
taught  this  truth,  that  human  life  is  not  a  blessing  ;  that 
the  evil  predominates  over  the  good;  and  that  our  best 
hope  is  to  gain  a  spirit  of  acquiescence  with  its  inevita¬ 
ble  ills.  All  philosophy  and  all  religions  teach  us  this 
one  solemn  truth,  that  in  this  life  the  evil  surpasses  the 
good.  It  has  always  been  so.  Suffering  has  been  the 
lot  of  all  living  things,  from  the  giant  of  the  primeval 
swamps  down  to  the  smallest  zoophyte.  It  is  far  more 
so  with  man.  Some  favored  classes  in  every  age  may 
furnish  forth  a  few  individuals  who  may  perhaps  lead 
lives  of  self-indulgence  and  luxury;  but  to  the  mass  of 
mankind  life  has  ever  been,  and  must  ever  be,  a  pro¬ 
longed  scene  of  labor  intermingled  with  suffering.  The 
great  Indian  religions,  whether  Brahmanic  or  Buddhis¬ 
tic,  teach  as  their  cardinal  doctrine  that  life  is  an  evil. 
Buddhism  is  more  pronounced  in  this,  for  it  teaches 
more  emphatically  than  even  the  Kosekin  that  the  chief 
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end  of  man  is  to  get  rid  of  the  curse  of  life  and  gain  the 
bliss  of  Nirvana,  or  annihilation.  True,  it  does  not  take 
so  practical  a  form  as  among  the  Kosekin,  yet  it  is  be¬ 
lieved  by  one  third  of  the  human  race  as  the  foundation 
of  the  religion  in  which  they  live  and  die.  We  need 
not  go  to  the  Kosekin,  however,  for  such  maxims  as 
these.  The  intelligent  Hindoos,  the  Chinese,  the  Japa¬ 
nese,  with  many  other  nations,  all  cling  firmly  to  this 
belief.  Sakyamoum  Gautama  Buddha,  the  son  and  heir 
of  a  mighty  monarch,  penetrated  with  the  conviction  of 
the  misery  of  life,  left  his  throne,  embraced  a  life  of 
voluntary  poverty,  want,  and  misery,  so  that  he  might 
find  his  way  to  a  better  state — the  end  before  him  being 
this,  that  he  might  ultimately  escape  from  the  curse  of 
existence.  He  lived  till  old  age,  gained  innumerable  fol¬ 
lowers,  and  left  to  them  as  a  solemn  legacy  the  maxim 
that  not  to  exist  is  better  than  to  exist;  that  death  is 
better  than  life.  Since  his  day  millions  of  his  followers 
have  upheld  his  principles  and  lived  his  life.  Even 
among  the  joyous  Greeks  we  find  this  feeling  at  times 
bursting  forth;  it  comes  when  we  least  expect  it,  and 
not  even  a  Kosekin  poet  could  express  this  view  more 
forcibly  than  Sophocles  in  the  ‘  CEdipus  ’  at  Colonus: 

“  ‘  Not  to  be  born  surpasses  every  lot ; 

And  the  next  best  lot  by  far,  when  one  is  born, 

Is  to  go  back  whence  he  came  as  soon  as  possible ; 

For  while  youth  is  present  bringing  vain  follies, 

What  woes  does  it  not  have,  what  ills  does  it  not  bear — 
Murders,  factions,  strife,  war,  envy, 

But  the  extreme  of  misery  is  attained  by  loathsome  old  age — 
Old  age,  strengthless,  unsociable,  friendless, 

Where  all  evils  upon  evils  dwell  together.’  ” 

“  I’ll  give  you  the  words  of  a  later  poet,”  said  Melick, 
who  takes  a  different  view  of  the  case.  I  think  I’ll  sing 
them  with  your  permission. 
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Melick  swallowed  a  glass  of  wine  and  then  sang  tlie 
following: 

“  ‘  They  may  rail  at  this  life  :  from  the  hour  I  began  it 
I  found  it  a  life  full  of  kinduess  and  bliss, 

And  until  they  can  show  me  some  happier  planet,  / 

More  social  and  bright,  I’ll  content  me  with  this. 

As  long  as  the  world  has  such  lips  and  such  eyes 
As  before  me  this  moment  enraptured  I  see, 

They  may  say  what  they  will  of  their  orbs  in  the  skies, 

But  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  you,  love,  and  me.’ 

“  What  a  pity  it  is,”  continued  Melick,  “  that  the 
writer  of  this  manuscript  had  not  the  philological,  theo¬ 
logical,  sociological,  geological,  palteological,  ornitho¬ 
logical,  and  all  the  other  logical  attainments  of  yourself 
and  the  doctor  !  He  could  then  have  given  us  a  com¬ 
plete  view  of  the  nature  of  the  Kosekin,  morally  and 
physically;  he  could  have  treated  of  the  geology  of  the 
soil,  the  ethnology  of  the  people,  and  could  have  un¬ 
folded  before  us  a  full  and  comprehensive  view  of  their 
philosophy  and  religion,  and  could  have  crammed  his 
manuscript  with  statistics.  I  wonder  why  he  didn’t  do 
it  even  as  it  was.  It  must  have  been  a  strong  tempta¬ 
tion.” 

“  More,”  said  Oxenden,  with  deep  impressiveness, 
“  was  a  simple-minded  though  somewhat  emotional 
sailor,  and  merely  wrote  in  the  hope  that  his  story 
might  one  day  meet  the  eyes  of  his  father.  I  certainly 
should  like  to  find  some  more  accurate  statements  about 
the  science,  philosophy,  and  religion  of  the  Kosekin; 
yet,  after  all,  such  things  could  not  be  expected.” 

“Why  not?”  said  Melick;  “it  was  easy  enough  for 
him.” 

“How?”  asked  Oxenden. 

“Why,  he  had  only  to  step  into  the  British  Museum, 
and  in  a  couple  of  hours  he  could  have  crammed  up  on 
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all  those  points  in  science,  philosophy,  ethnology,  and 
theology,  about  which  you  are  so  anxious  to  know.” 

“  Well,”  said  Featherstone,  “  suppose  we  continue  our 
reading  ?  I  believe  it  is  my  turn  now.  I  sha’n’t  be 
able  to  hold  out  so  long  as  you  did,  Oxenden,  but  I’ll  do 
what  I  can.” 

Saying  this,  Featherstone  took  the  manuscript  and 
went  on  to  read. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

IN  PRISON. 

It  was  with  hearts  full  of  the  gloomiest  forebodings 
that  we  returned  to  the  amir ,  and  these  we  soon  found 
to  be  fully  justified.  The  athalebs  descended  at  that 
point  from  which  they  had  risen — namely,  on  the  ter¬ 
race  immediately  in  front  of  the  cavern  where  they  had 
been  confined.  We  then  dismounted,  and  Layelahwith 
the  Kosekin  guards  accompanied  us  to  our  former  cham¬ 
bers.  There  she  left  us,  saying  that  a  communication 
would  be  sent  to  us. 

We  were  now  left  to  our  own  conjectures. 

“  I  wonder  what  they  will  do  to  us  ?”  said  I. 

“  It  is  impossible  to  tell,”  said  Almah. 

“I  suppose,”  said  I,  “they  will  punish  us  in  some 
way;  but  then  punishment  among  the  Kosekin  is  what 
seems  honor  and  reward  to  me.  Perhaps  they  will 
spare  our  lives,  for  that  in  their  eyes  ought  to  be  the 
severest  punishment  and  the  deepest  disgrace  imagina¬ 
ble.” 

Almah  sighed. 

“  The  Kosekin  do  not  always  act  in  this  matter  as  one 
would  suppose,”  said  she.  “  It  is  quite  likely  that  they 
may  dread  our  escaping,  and  may  conclude  to  sacrifice 
us  at  once.” 

On  the  liextjom  I  had  a  visit  from  the  Kohen  Gadol. 
He  informed  me  that  the  paupers  had  held  a  Council  of 
State,  in  which  they  had  made  a  special  examination  of 
our  late  flight.  He  and  Layelah  had  both  been  exam- 
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ined,  as  well  as  the  Kosekin  who  had  gone  after  us; 
but  Layelah’s  testimony  was  by  far  the  most  impor¬ 
tant. 

The  Council  of  State  gathered  from  Layelah’s  report 
that  we  had  fled  to  Magones  for  the  especial  purpose  of 
gaining  the  most  blessed  of  deaths  ;  that  she  pursued  us 
in  the  interest  of  the  state  ;  and  that  we  on  her  arrival 
had  generously  surrendered  our  own  selfish  desires,  and 
had  at  once  returned. 

We  learned  that  much  gratification  was  felt  by  the 
council,  and  also  expressed,  at  Layelah’s  account  and  at 
our  action. 

First,  at  our  eager  love  of  death,  which  was  so  natural 
in  their  eyes  ;  secondly,  at  the  skill  which  we  had  shown 
in  selecting  Magones  ;  and,  finally,  at  our  generosity  in 
giving  up  so  readily  the  blessed  prospect  of  exile  and 
want  and  death  so  as  to  come  back  to  the  amir.  Had 
we  been  Kosekin  our  acts  would  have  been  natural 
enough ;  but,  being  foreigners,  it  was  considered  more 
admirable  in  us,  and  it  seemed  to  show  that  we  wrere 
equal  to  the  Kosekin  themselves.  It  was  felt,  however, 
that  in  our  eager  rush  after  death  we  had  been  somewhat 
selfish  ;  but  as  this  probably  arose  from  our  ignorance 
of  the  law,  it  might  be  overlooked.  On  the  whole,  it  was 
decided  that  we  ought  to  be  rewarded,  and  that  too  with 
the  greatest  benefits  that  the  Kosekin  could  bestow. 
What  these  benefits  were  the  Kohen  Gadol  could  not 
say  ;  and  thus  we  were  left,  as  before,  in  the  great¬ 
est  possible  anxiety.  We  still  dreaded  the  worst.  The 
highest  honors  of  these  men  might  well  awaken  appre¬ 
hension  ;  for  they  thought  that  the  chief  blessings  wTere 
poverty  and  darkness  and  death. 

Layelah  next  came  to  see  me.  She  was  as  amiable  as 
ever,  and  showed  no  resentment  at  all.  She  gave  me  an 
account  of  what  had  happened  at  the  Council  of  State, 
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which  was  the  same  as  what  I  had  heard  from  the  Kohen 
Gadol. 

I  asked  her  why  she  had  made  such  a  report  of 
us. 

“  To  conciliate  their  good-will,”  said  Layelah.  “  For 
if  they  thought  that  you  had  really  fled  from  death  from 
a  love  of  life,  they  would  have  felt  such  contempt  for 
you  that  serious  harm  might  have  happened.” 

“Yes,”  said  I;  “but  among  the  Kosekin  what  you 
call  harm  would  probably  have  been  just  what  I  want. 
I  should  like  to  be  viewed  with  contempt,  and  consid¬ 
ered  unworthy  of  death  and  the  Mista  KoseJc,  and  other 
such  honors.” 

“Oh,  yes,”  said  Layelah,  “but  that  doesn’t  follow; 
for  you  see  the  paupers  love  death  so  intensely  that  they 
long  to  bestow  it  on  all;  and  if  they  knew  you  were 
afraid  of  it  they  would  be  tempted  to  bestow  it  upon 
you  immediately,  just  to  show  you  how  delightful  a 
thing  it  is.  And  that  was  the  very  thing  that  I  was  try¬ 
ing  to  guard  against.” 

“Well,”  said  I,  “and  what  is  the  result?  Do  you 
know  what  their  decision  is  ?” 

“  Yes,”  said  Layelah. 

“  What  is  it  ?”  I  asked,  eagerly. 

Layelah  hesitated. 

“AVhat  is  it?”  I  cried  again,  full  of  impatience. 

“  I’m  afraid  it  will  not  sound  very  pleasant  to  you,” 
said  Layelah,  “but  at  any  rate  your  life  is  spared  for 
the  present.  They  have  decided  to  give  you  what  they 
call  the  greatest  possible  honors  and  distinctions.” 

Layelah  paused,  and  looked  at  me  earnestly.  For  my 
part  these  words  sounded  ominous,  and  were  full  of  the 
darkest  meaning. 

“  Tell  me  all,”  I  said  ;  “  don’t  keep  me  in  suspense.” 

“Well,”  said  Layelah,  “I’m  afraid  you  will  think  it 
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hard ;  but  I  must  tell  you.  I  will  tell  it,  therefore,  as 
briefly  and  formally  as  possible. 

“  First,  then,  they  have  decreed  the  blessing  of  sepa¬ 
ration.  You  and  Almah  must  now  be  parted,  since  this 
is  regarded  as  the  highest  bliss  of  lovers. 

“  Secondly,  they  have  decreed  the  blessing  of  pov¬ 
erty.  All  these  luxuries  will  be  taken  away,  and  you 
will  be  raised  to  an  equality  in  this  respect  with  the 
great  paupers. 

“Thirdly,  you  are  to  have  the  blessing  of  darkness. 
You  are  to  be  removed  from  this  troublesome  and  vexa¬ 
tious  light,  which  here  is  regarded  as  a  curse,  and  hence¬ 
forth  live  without  it. 

“  Fourthly,  the  next  decree  is  the  high  reward  of  im¬ 
prisonment.  You  are  to  be  delivered  from  the  evils  of 
liberty,  and  shut  up  in  a  dark  cavern,  from  which  it  will 
be  impossible  to  escape  or  to  communicate  with  any  one 
outside. 

“  Fifthly,  you  are  to  associate  with  the  greatest  of  the 
paupers,  the  class  that  is  the  most  honored  and  influen¬ 
tial.  You  will  be  present  at  all  their  highest  councils, 
and  will  have  the  privilege  of  perpetual  intercourse  with 
those  reverend  men.  They  will  tell  you  of  the  joys 
of  poverty,  the  happiness  of  darkness,  and  the  bliss  of 
death.” 

Layelah  paused,  and  looked  at  me  earnestly. 

“  Is  there  anything  more  ?”  I  gasped. 

“  1ST o,”  said  she.  “  Is  not  that  enough  ?  Some  were 
in  favor  of  bestowing  immediate  death,  but  they  were 
outvoted  by  the  others.  You  surely  cannot  regret  that.” 

Layelah’s  words  sounded  like  the  words  of  a  mocking 
demon.  Yet  she  did  not  wish  to  distress  me ;  she  had 
merely  stated  my  sentence  in  formal  language,  without 
any  attempt  to  soften  its  tremendous  import.  As  for 
me,  I  was  overwhelmed  with  despair.  There  was  but 
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one  thought  in  my  mind — it  was  not  of  myself,  hut  of 
Almah. 

“  And  Almah  ?”  I  cried. 

“  Almah,”  said  Layelah,  “  she  will  have  the  same  ;  you 
are  both  included  in  the  same  sentence.” 

At  this  a  groan  burst  from  me.  Horror  overwhelmed 
me.  I  threw  myself  down  upon  the  floor  and  covered 
my  face  with  my  hands.  All  was  lost !  Our  fate — 
Almah’s  fate  was  darkness,  imprisonment,  and  death. 
Could  anything  be  imagined  that  might  mitigate  such 
woes  as  these?  Could  anything  be  conceived  of  as  more 
horrible?  Yes,  there  remained  something  more,  and 
this  was  announced  by  Layelah. 

“  Finally,”  said  she,  “  it  has  been  decreed  that  you 
shall  not  only  have  the  blessing  of  death,  but  that  you 
shall  have  the  rare  honor  of  belonging  to  the  chosen 
few  who  are  reserved  for  the  Mistci  Kosek.  Thus  far 
this  had  not  been  granted.  It  was  esteemed  too  high 
an  honor  for  strangers ;  but  now,  by  an  exercise  of  un¬ 
paralleled  liberality,  the  Grand  Council  of  Paupers  have 
added  this,  as  the  last  and  best,  to  the  high  honors  and 
rewards  which  they  have  decreed  for  you  and  Almah.” 

To  this  I  had  nothing  to  say;  I  was  stupefied  with 
horror.  To  such  words  what  answer  could  be  made? 
At  that  moment  I  could  think  of  nothing  but  this  tre¬ 
mendous  sentence — this  infliction  of  appalling  woes  un¬ 
der  the  miserable  name  of  blessings  !  I  could  not  think 
of  Layelah;  nor  did  I  try  to  conjecture  what  her  mo¬ 
tives  might  be  in  thus  coming  to  me  as  the  messenger 
of  evil.  I  could  not  find  space  amid  my  despair  for 
speculations  as  to  her  own  part  in  this,  or  stop  to  con¬ 
sider  whether  she  was  acting  the  part  of  a  mere  messen¬ 
ger,  or  was  influenced  by  resentment  or  revenge.  All 
this  was  far  away  from  my  thoughts;  for  all  my  mind 
was  filled  with  the  dread  sentence  of  the  Council  of  Pau- 
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pers  and  the  baleful  prospect  of  the  woes  that  await- 
ed  us. 

On  the  next  join  I  saw  Almah.  She  had  already  learned 
the  awful  tidings.  She  met  me  with  a  face  of  despair; 
for  there  was  no  longer  any  hope,  and  all  that  remained 
for  us  was  a  last  farewell.  After  this  we  parted,  and 
each  of  us  was  taken  to  our  respective  prisons. 

I  was  taken  along  dark  passages  until  I  came  to  a  cav¬ 
ern  with  a  low,  dark  portal.  Upon  entering  I  found  the 
darkness  deeper  than  usual,  and  there  was  only  one  soli¬ 
tary  lamp  which  diffused  but  a  feeble  ray  through  the 
gloom.  The  size  of  the  place  could  not  be  made  out. 
I  saw  here  a  group  of  human  beings,  and  by  the  feeble 
ray  of  the  lamp  I  perceived  that  they  were  wan  and 
thin  and  emaciated,  with  scant  clothing,  all  in  rags, 
squalor,  misery,  and  dirt;  with  coarse  hair  matted  to¬ 
gether,  and  long  nails  and  shaggy  beards.  They  remind¬ 
ed  me  in  their  personal  appearance  of  the  cannibals  of 
the  outer  shore.  These  hideous  beings  all  gathered 
around  me,  blinking  at  me  with  their  bleary  eyes  and 
grinning  with  their  abominable  faces,  and  then  each 
one  embraced  me.  The  filth,  squalor,  and  unutterable 
foulness  of  these  wretches  all  combined  to  fill  my  soul 
with  loathing,  and  the  inconceivable  horror  of  that  em¬ 
brace  wellnigh  overwhelmed  me.  Yet,  after  all,  it  was 
surpassed  by  the  horror  of  the  thought  that  Almah 
might  be  at  that  very  moment  undergoing  the  same 
experience  ;  and  for  her  such  a  thing  must  be  worse 
than  for  me. 

I  retreated  as  far  as  possible  from  them,  deep  into  the 
thick  darkness,  and  sat  down.  No  convicted  felon  at 
the  last  hour  of  life,  no  prisoner  in  the  dungeons  of  the 
Inquisition,  ever  could  have  suffered  more  mental  agony 
than  I  did  at  that  moment.  The  blessings,  the  awful 
blessings  of  the  Kosekin  were  descending  upon  my  mis- 
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erable  head — separation  from  Almah,  squalor  and  dirt, 
imprisonment,  the  society  of  these  filthy  creatures,  dark¬ 
ness,  the  shadow  of  death,  and  beyond  all  the  tremen¬ 
dous  horrors  of  the  Mista  ICosek  ! 

I  do  not  know  how  the  time  passed,  for  at  first  I  was 
almost  stupefied  with  despair;  nor  could  I  ever  grow 
reconciled  to  the  society  of  these  wretches,  scarce  hu¬ 
man,  who  were  with  me.  Some  food  was  offered  me — 
filthy  stuff,  which  I  refused.  My  refusal  excited  warm 
commendation  ;  but  I  was  warned  against  starving  my¬ 
self,  as  that  was  against  the  law.  In  my  despair  I 
thought  of  my  pistol  and  rifle,  which  I  still  kept  with 
me  —  of  using  these  against  my  jailors,  and  bursting 
forth;  but  this  wild  impulse  soon  passed  away,  for  its 
utter  hopelessness  was  manifest.  My  only  hope,  if  hope 
it  was,  lay  in  waiting,  and  it  was  not  impossible  that  I 
might  see  Almah  again,  if  only  once. 

Joins  passed  away,  I  know  not  how.  The  Chief  Pau¬ 
per,  who  is  the  greatest  man  in  the  land  of  the  Kosekin, 
made  several  attempts  to  converse  with  me,  and  was 
evidently  very  condescending  and  magnanimous  in  his 
own  eyes;  but  I  did  not  meet  his  advances  graciously — 
he  was  too  abhorrent.  He  was  a  hideous  wretch,  with 
eyes  nearly  closed  and  bleary,  thick,  matted  hair,  and 
fiendish  expression — in  short,  a  devil  incarnate  in  rags 
and  squalor. 

But  as  the  joins  passed  I  found  it  difficult  to  repel  my 
associates.  They  were  always  inflicting  their  society 
upon  me,  and  thrusting  on  me  nasty  little  acts  of  kind¬ 
ness.  The  Chief  Pauper  was  more  persistent  than  all, 
with  his  chatter  and  disgusting  civilities.  He  was  evi- 
dently  glad  to  get  hold  of  a  fresh  subject  for  his  talk¬ 
ative  genius;  he  was  a  very  garrulous  cannibal,  and 
perhaps  my  being  a  foreigner  made  me  more  interesting 
in  his  eyes. 
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The  chief  topic  of  his  discourse  was  death.  He  hated 
life,  loved  death,  longed  for  it  in  all  its  forms,  whether 
arising  from  disease  or  from  violence.  lie  was  an  ama¬ 
teur  in  corpses,  and  had  a  larger  experience  in  dead 
bodies  than  any  other  man  in  the  nation. 

I  could  not  help  asking  him  once  why  he  did  not  kill 
himself,  and  be  done  with  it. 

“  That,”  said  he,  “is  not  allowed.  The  temptation  to 
kill  one’s  self  is  one  of  the  strongest  that  human  nature 
can  experience,  but  it  is  one  that  we  must  struggle 
against,  of  course,  for  it  is  against  all  law.  The  great¬ 
est  blessing  must  not  be  seized.  It  must  bo  given  by 
nature  or  man.  Those  who  violate  the  blessed  mystery 
of  death  are  infamous. 

He  assured  me  that  he  had  all  his  life  cultivated  the 
loftiest  feelings  of  love  to  others.  His  greatest  happi¬ 
ness  consisted  in  doing  good  to  others,  especially  in  kill¬ 
ing  them.  The  blessing  of  death,  being  the  greatest  of 
all  blessings,  was  the  one  which  he  loved  best  to  bestow 
upon  others;  and  the  more  he  loved  his  fellow-creatures 
the  more  he  wished  to  give  them  this  blessing.  “  You,” 
said  he,  “  are  particularly  dear  to  me,  and  I  should  rather 
give  to  you  the  blessing  of  death  than  to  any  other  hu¬ 
man  being.  I  love  you,  Atam-or,  and  I  long  to  kill  you 
at  this  moment.” 

“  You  had  better  not  try  it,”  said  I,  grimly. 

He  shook  his  head  despondingly. 

“  Oh,  no,”  said  he;  “  it  is  against  the  law.  I  must  not 
do  it  till  the  time  comes.” 

“  Do  you  kill  many?”  I  asked. 

“  It  is  my  pleasing  and  glorious  office,”  he  replied, 
“  to  kill  more  than  any  other;  for,  you  must  know,  I  am 
the  Sar  Tabaldn','>  (chief  of  the  executioners). 

The  Chief  Pauper’s  love  of  death  had  grown  to  be  an 
all-absorbing  passion.  He  longed  to  give  death  to  all. 
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As  with  us  there  are  certain  philanthropists  who  have 
a  mania  for  doing  good,  so  here  the  pauper  class  had  a 
mania  for  doing  what  they  considered  good  in  this  way. 
The  Chief  Pauper  was  a  sort  of  Kosekin  Howard  or 
Peabody,  and  was  regarded  by  all  with  boundless  rev¬ 
erence.  To  me,  however,  he  was  an  object  of  never-end¬ 
ing  hate,  abhorrence,  and  loathing ;  and,  added  to  this, 
was  the  thought  that  there  might  be  here  some  equally 
hideous  female — some  one  like  the  nightmare  hag  of  the 
outer  sea — a  torment  and  a  horror  to  Almah. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE  CEREMONY  OF  SEPARATION. 

Separated  from  Almah,  surrounded  by  foul  fiends, 
in  darkness  and  tbe  shadow  of  death,  with  the  baleful 
prospect  of  the  Mista  Koseh ,  it  was  mine  to  endure  the 
bitterest  anguish  and  despair;  and  in  me  these  feelings 
were  all  the  worse  from  the  thought  that  Almah  was  in 
a  similar  state,  and  was  enduring  equal  woes.  All  that 
I  suffered  in  my  present  condition  she  too  was  suffering 
— and  from  this  there  was  no  possibility  of  escape.  Per¬ 
haps  her  surroundings  were  even  worse,  and  her  suffer¬ 
ings  keener;  for  who  could  tell  what  these  people  might 
inflict  in  their  strange  and  perverted  impulses  ? 

Many  joms  passed,  and  there  was  only  one  thing  that 
sustained  me — the  hope  of  seeing  Almah  yet  again, 
though  it  were  but  for  a  moment.  That  hope,  however, 
was  but  faint.  There  was  no  escape.  The  gate  was 
barred  without  and  within.  I  was  surrounded  by  mis¬ 
creants,  who  formed  the  chief  class  in  the  state  and  the 
ruling  order.  The  Chief  Pauper  was  the  highest  mag¬ 
istrate  in  the  land,  from  whose  opinion  there  was  no 
appeal,  and  the  other  paupers  here  formed  the  Kose- 
kin  senate.  Here,  in  imprisonment  and  darkness,  they 
formed  a  secret  tribunal  and  controlled  everything. 
They  were  objects  of  envy  to  all.  All  looked  forward 
to  this  position  as  the  highest  object  of  human  ambi¬ 
tion,  and  the  friends  and  relatives  of  those  here  rejoiced 
in  their  honor.  Their  powers  were  not  executive,  but 
deliberative.  To  the  Meleks  and  Athons  were  left  the 
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exercise  of  authority,  but  their  acts  were  always  in  sub¬ 
ordination  to  the  will  of  the  paupers. 

“  I  have  everything  that  heart  can  wish,”  said  the 
Chief  Pauper  to  me  once.  “Look  at  me,  Atam-or,  and 
see  me  as  I  stand  here:  I  have  poverty,  squalor,  cold, 
perpetual  darkness,  the  privilege  of  killing  others,  the 
near  prospect  of  death,  and  the  certainty  of  the  Mista 
Kosek — all  these  I  have,  and  yet,  Atam-or,  after  all,  I 
am  not  happy.” 

To  this  strange  speech  I  had  nothing  to  say. 

“Yes,”  continued  the  Chief  Pauper,  in  a  pensive  tone, 
“  for  twenty  seasons  I  have  reigned  as  chief  of  the  Kose- 
kin  in  this  place.  My  cavern  is  the  coldest,  squalidest, 
and  darkest  in  the  land.  My  raiment  is  the  coarsest  rags. 
I  have  separated  from  all  my  friends.  I  have  had  much 
sickness.  I  have  the  closest  captivity.  Death,  dark¬ 
ness,  poverty,  want,  all  that  men  most  live  and  long  for, 
are  mine  to  satiety;  and  yet,  as  I  look  back  and  count 
the  joins  of  my  life  to  see  in  how  many  I  have  known 
happiness,  I  find  that  in  all  they  amount  to  just  seven  ! 
Oh,  Atam-or,  what  a  comment  is  this  on  the  vanity  of 
human  life  !” 

To  this  I  had  no  answer  ready;  but  by  way  of  saying 
something,  I  offered  to  kill  him  on  the  spot. 

“Nay,  nay,  Atam-or,”  said  he,  with  a  melancholy 
smile,  “  do  not  tempt  me.  Leave  me  to  struggle  with 
temptations  by  myself,  and  do  not  seek  to  make  me 
falter  in  my  duty.  Yes,  Atam-or,  you  behold  in  me  a 
melancholy  example  of  the  folly  of  ambition;  for  I  often 
think,  as  I  look  down  from  my  lofty  eminence,  that  after 
all  it  is  as  well  to  remain  content  in  the  humble  sphere 
in  which  we  are  placed  at  birth ;  for  perhaps,  if  the  truth 
were  known,  there  is  quite  as  much  real  happiness  among 
the  rich  and  splendid — among  the  Atlions  and  Meleks.” 

On  this  occasion  I  took  advantage  of  the  Chief  Pau- 
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per’s  softer  moocl  to  pour  forth  an  earnest  entreaty  for 
him  to  save  Almah’s  life,  or  at  least  to  mitigate  her  mis¬ 
eries.  Alas  !  he  was  inexorable.  It  was  like  an  appeal 
of  some  mad  prisoner  to  some  gentle-hearted  governor 
in  Christendom,  entreating  him  to  put  some  fellow-pris¬ 
oner  to  death,  or  at  least  to  make  his  confinement  more 
severe. 

The  Chief  Pauper  stared  at  me  in  horror. 

“You  are  a  strange  being,  Atam-or,”  said  he,  gently. 
“  Sometimes  I  think  you  mad.  I  can  only  say  that  such 
a  request  is  horrible  to  me  beyond  all  words.  Such  deg¬ 
radation  and  cruelty  to  the  gentle  and  virtuous  Almah 
is  outrageous  and  forever  impossible;  no,  we  will  not 
deprive  her  of  a  single  one  of  those  blessings  which  she 
now  enjoys.” 

I  turned  away  in  despair. 

At  length  one  join  the  Chief  Pauper  came  to  me  with 
a  smile  and  said, 

“  Atam-or,  let  me  congratulate  you  on  this  joyous  oc¬ 
casion.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?”  I  asked. 

“You  are  to  have  your  ceremony  of  separation.” 

“Separation  !”  I  repeated. 

“Yes,”  said  he,  “Almah  has  given  notice  to  us.  She 
has  announced  her  intention  of  giving  you  up,  and  sep¬ 
arating  from  you.  With  us  the  woman  always  gives 
the  announcement  in  such  cases.  We  have  fixed  the 
ceremony  for  the  third  jom  from  this,  and  I  hope  you 
will  not  think  it  too  soon.” 

This  strange  intelligence  moved  me  greatly.  I  did 
not  like  the  idea  of  a  ceremony  of  separation;  but  be¬ 
hind  this  there  rose  the  prospect  of  seeing  Almah,  and  I 
felt  convinced  that  she  had  devised  this  as  a  mode  of 
holding  communication  with  me,  or  at  least  of  seeing 
me  again.  The  thought  of  Layelah  was  the  only  thing 
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that  interfered  with  this  belief,  for  it  might  be  her  do¬ 
ings  after  all ;  yet  the  fact  remained  that  I  was  to  see 
Almah,  and  in  this  I  rejoiced  with  exceeding  great 

The  appointed  join  came.  A  procession  was  formed 
of  the  paupers.  The  chief  did  not  go,  as  he  never  left 
the  cavern  except  on  the  great  sacrifices  and  Mista 
Koseks.  The  door  was  opened,  and  I  accompanied  the 
procession.  On  our  way  all  was  dark,  and  after  travers¬ 
ing  many  passages  we  came  at  length  to  the  door  of  a 
cavern  as  gloomy  as  the  one  I  had  left.  On  entering 
this  I  found  all  dark  and  drear;  and  a  little  distance 
before  me  there  was  a  light  burning,  around  which  was 
gathered  a  group  of  hags  hideous  beyond  all  expression. 
But  these  I  scarcely  noticed;  for  there  amid  them,  all 
pale  and  wan,  with  her  face  now  lighted  up  with  joyous 
and  eager  expectation,  I  saw  my  darling — my  Almah ! 
I  caught  her  in  my  arms,  and  for  a  few  moments  neither 
of  us  spoke  a  word.  She  sobbed  upon  my  breast,  but  I 
knew  that  the  tears  which  she  shed  were  tears  of  joy. 
Nor  was  our  joy  checked  by  the  thought  that  it  was  to 
be  so  short-lived.  It  was  enough  at  that  moment  that 
we  saw  one  another — enough  that  we  were  in  one  an¬ 
other’s  arms;  and  so  we  mingled  our  tears  and  shared 
one  common  rapture.  And  sweet  it  was — sweet  beyond 
all  expression — the  sweetest  moment  in  all  my  life;  for 
it  had  come  in  the  midst  of  the  drear  desolation  of  my 
heart  and  the  black  despair.  It  was  like  a  flash  of  light¬ 
ning  in  the  intense  darkness,  short  and  sudden  indeed, 
yet  still  intense  while  it  lasted,  and  in  an  instant  filling 
all  with  its  glow. 

“  I  did  this,”  murmured  Almah,  “  to  see  you  and  to 
save  you.” 

u  Save  me  !”  I  repeated. 

“  Yes,”  said  she,  “  I  have  seen  Layelah.  She  told  me 
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that  there  is  this  chance  and  this  one  only  to  save  you. 
I  determined  to  try  it.  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  you 
at  the  sacrifice — and  for  love  of  me  meeting  your  death 
— for  I  would  die  to  save  you,  Atam-or.” 

I  pressed  her  closer  in  my  arms. 

“  Oh,  Almah,”  said  I,  “  I  would  die  to  save  you  !  and 
if  this  ceremony  will  save  you  I  will  go  through  with  it, 
and  accept  my  fate  whatever  it  may  be.” 

W e  were  now  interrupted. 

The  women — the  hags  of  horror — the  shriek-like  ones, 
as  I  may  call  them;  or  the  fiend-like,  the  female  fiends, 
the  foul  ones — they  were  all  around  us;  and  one  there 
was  who  looked  so  exactly  like  the  nightmare  hag  of 
the  outer  sea  that  I  felt  sure  she  must  be  the  same,  who 
by  some  strange  chance  had  come  here.  Such,  indeed, 
is  quite  likely,  for  there  may  have  been  a  pass  over  the 
mountains  to  the  land  of  the  Kosekin;  and  those  savage 
cannibals  may  all  have  been  honored  Kosekin  exiles, 
dwelling  in  poverty,  want,  woe,  and  darkness,  all  of 
which  may  have  been  allotted  to  them  as  a  reward  for 
eminent  virtues.  And  so  here  she  was,  the  nightmare 
hag,  and  I  saw  that  she  recognized  me. 

A  circle  was  now  formed  around  us,  and  the  light 
stood  in  the  middle.  The  nightmare  hag  also  stood 
within  the  circle  on  the  other  side  of  the  light  opposite 
us.  The  beams  of  the  lamp  flickered  through  the  dark¬ 
ness,  faintly  illuminating  the  faces  of  the  horrible  creat¬ 
ures  around,  who,  foul  and  repulsive  as  harpies,  seemed 
like  unclean  beasts,  ready  to  make  us  their  prey.  Their 
glances  seemed  to  menace  death;  their  blear  eyes  rested 
upon  us  with  a  horrid  eager  hunger.  My  worst  fears 
at  that  moment  seemed  realized;  for  I  saw  that  Almali’s 
associates  were  worse  than  mine,  and  her  fate  had  been 
more  bitter.  And  I  wondered  how  it  had  been  possible 
for  her  to  live  among  such  associates;  or,  even  though 
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she  had  lived  thus  far,  whether  it  would  he  possible  for 
her  to  endure  it  longer. 

And  now  there  arose  a  melancholy  chant  from  the  old 
hags  around — a  dreadful  strain,  that  sounded  like  a  fu¬ 
neral  dirge,  sung  in  shrill,  discordant  voices,  led  by  the 
nightmare  hag,  who  as  she  sang  waved  in  her  hand  a 
kind  of  club.  All  the  time  I  held  Almah  in  my  arms, 
regardless  of  those  around  us,  thinking  only  of  her  from 
whom  I  must  soon  again  be  separated,  and  whom  I  must 
leave  in  this  drear  abode  to  meet  her  fearful  fate  alone. 
The  chant  continued  for  some  time,  and  as  long  as  it 
continued  it  was  sweet  to  me;  for  it  prolonged  the  meet¬ 
ing  with  Almah,  and  postponed  by  so  much  our  separa¬ 
tion. 

At  length  the  chant  ceased.  The  nightmare  hag 
looked  fixedly  at  us,  and  spoke  these  words  : 

“You  have  embraced  for  the  last  time.  Henceforth 
there  is  no  more  sorrow  in  your  love.  You  may  be 
happy  now  in  being  forever  disunited,  and  in  knowing 
the  bliss  of  eternal  separation.  As  darkness  is  better 
than  light,  as  death  is  better  than  life,  so  you  may  find 
separation  better  than  union.” 

She  now  gave  a  blow  with  her  club  at  the  lamp,  which 
broke  it  to  atoms  and  extinguished  the  flame.  She  con¬ 
tinued  : 

“As  the  baleful  light  is  succeeded  by  the  blessed 
darkness,  so  may  you  find  the  light  of  union  followed 
by  the  blessed  darkness  of  separation.” 

And  now  in  the  deep  darkness  we  stood  clasped  in 
one  another’s  arms;  while  around  us,  from  the  horrible 
circle  of  hags,  there  arose  another  chant  as  harsh  and 
discordant  as  the  previous  one,  but  which,  nevertheless, 
like  that,  served  at  least  to  keep  us  together  a  little 
longer.  For  this  reason  it  sounded  sweeter  than  the 
sweetest  music;  and  therefore,  when  at  last  the  hideous 
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noise  ended,  I  felt  a  pang  of  grief,  for  I  knew  that  I 
must  now  give  up  Almah  forever. 

I  was  right.  The  ceremony  was  over.  We  had  to 
part,  and  we  parted  with  tears  of  despair.  I  was  led 
away,  and  as  I  went  I  heard  Almah’s  sobs.  I  broke 
away,  and  tried  to  return  for  one  more  embrace  ;  but  in 
the  darkness  I  could  not  find  her,  and  could  only  hear 
her  sobs  at  a  greater  distance,  which  showed  that  she 
too  was  being  led  away.  I  called  after  her, 

“  Farewell,  Almah  !” 

Her  reply  came  back  broken  with  sobs. 

“  Farewell  forever,  Atam-or  !” 

I  was  once  more  led  away,  and  again  traversed  the 
dark  passages,  and  again  came  back  to  my  den,  which 
now  seemed  dark  with  the  blackness  of  despair. 

On  my  return  I  was  formally  and  solemnly  congratu¬ 
lated  by  all  the  paupers.  I  should  not  have  received 
their  congratulations  had  I  not  expected  that  there 
would  be  something  more.  I  expected  that  something 
would  be  said  about  the  result  of  this  act  of  separation; 
for  Almah  had  believed  that  it  would  have  been  the  means 
of  saving  my  life,  and  I  believed  that  it  would  be  the 
means  of  saving  her  life,  and  for  this  reason  each  of  us 
had  performed  our  part;  although,  of  course,  the  joy  of 
meeting  with  one  another  would  of  itself  have  been  suf¬ 
ficient,  and  more  than  sufficient,  to  make  that  ceremony 
an  object  of  desire.  I  thought,  therefore,  that  some 
statement  might  now  be  made  to  the  effect  that  by 
means  of  this  ceremony  my  status  among  the  Ixosekin 
would  be  changed,  and  that  both  I  and  Almah,  being 
no  longer  lovers,  would  be  no  longer  fit  for  the  sacri¬ 
fice.  To  my  intense  disappointment,  however,  nothing 
whatever  was  said  that  had  the  remotest  reference  to 
this. 

On  the  following  jom  I  determined  to  ask  the  Chief 
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Pauper  himself  directly;  and  accordingly,  after  a  brief 
preamble,  I  put  the  question  point-blank  : 

“  Will  our  ceremony  of  separation  make  any  differ¬ 
ence  as  to  our  sacrifice  ?” 

“  What  ?”  he  asked,  with  a  puzzled  expression. 

I  repeated  the  question. 

“  I  don’t  understand,”  said  he,  still  looking  puzzled. 

Upon  this  I  once  more  repeated  it. 

“  How  can  that  be?”  said  he,  at  length;  “how  can 
the  ceremony  of  separation  have  any  effect  upon  your 
sacrifice  ?  The  ceremony  of  separation  stands  by  itself 
as  the  sign  and  symbol  of  an  additional  blessing.  This 
new  happiness  of  separation  is  a  great  favor,  and  will 
make  you  the  object  of  new  envy  and  admiration;  for 
few  have  been  so  fortunate  as  you  in  all  the  history  of 
the  Kosekin.  But  you  are  the  favorite  of  the  Kosekin 
now,  and  there  is  nothing  that  they  will  not  do  for  you.” 

“  But  we  were  separate  before,”  said  I,  indignantly. 

“That  is  true,”  said  he,  “in  point  of  fact;  but  this 
ceremony  makes  your  separation  a  legal  thing,  and  gives 
it  the  solemn  sanction  of  law  and  of  religion.  Among 
the  Kosekin  one  cannot  be  considered  as  a  separate  man 
until  the  ceremony  of  separation  has  been  publicly  per¬ 
formed.” 

“  I  understood,”  said  I,  “  that  we  were  chosen  to  suf¬ 
fer  the  sacrifice  together  because  we  were  lovers  ;  and 
now,  since  you  do  not  any  longer  regard  us  as  lovers, 
why  do  you  sacrifice  us  ?” 

At  this  question  the  Chief  Pauper  looked  at  me  with 
one  of  those  hungry  glances  of  his,  which  showed  how 
he  thirsted  for  my  blood,  and  he  smiled  the  smile  of  an 
evil  fiend. 

“  Why  do  we  sacrifice  you,  Atam-or  ?”  he  replied. 
“  Why,  because  we  honor  you  both,  and  love  you  both 
so  dearly  that  we  are  eager  to  give  you  the  greatest  of 
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all  blessings,  and  to  deny  you  nothing  that  is  in  our 
power  to  bestow.” 

“Do  you  mean  to  sacrifice  both  of  us?”  I  gasped. 

“Of  course.” 

“  What !  Almah  too  ?” 

“  Certainly.  Why  should  we  be  so  cruel  to  the  dear 
child  as  to  deprive  her  of  so  great  a  boon  ?” 

At  this  I  groaned  aloud  and  turned  away  in  despair. 

Many  joms  now  passed  away.  I  grew  more  and  more 
melancholy  and  desperate.  I  thought  sometimes  of 
fighting  my  way  out.  My  fire-arms  were  now  my  chief 
consolation  ;  for  I  had  fully  made  up  my  mind  not  to 
die  quietly  like  a  slaughtered  calf,  but  to  strike  a  blow 
for  life,  and  meet  my  death  amid  slain  enemies.  In  this 
prospect  I  found  some  satisfaction,  and  death  was  robbed 
of  some  of  its  terrors. 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE  DAY  OF  SACRIFICE. 

At  last  the  time  came. 

It  was  the  end  of  the  dark  season.  Then,  as  the  sun 
rises  for  its  permanent  course  around  the  heavens,  when 
the  long  day  of  six  months  begins,  all  in  the  land  of  the 
Kosekin  is  sorrow,  and  the  last  of  the  loved  darkness  is 
mourned  over  amid  the  most  solemn  ceremonies,  and 
celebrated  with  the  most  imposing  sacrifices.  Then  the 
most  honored  in  all  the  land  are  publicly  presented  with 
the  blessing  of  death  and  allowed  to  depart  this  hated 
life,  and  go  to  the  realms  of  that  eternal  darkness  which 
they  love  so  well.  It  is  the  greatest  of  sacrifices,  and  is 
followed  by  the  greatest  of  feasts.  Thus  the  busy  sea¬ 
son — the  loved  season  of  darkness — ends,  and  the  long, 
hateful  season  of  light  begins,  when  the  Kosekin  lurk  in 
caverns  and  live  in  this  way  in  the  presence  of  what  may 
be  called  artificial  darkness. 

It  was  for  us — for  me  and  for  Almah — the  day  of 
doom.  Since  the  ceremony  of  separation  I  had  not  seen 
her;  but  my  heart  had  been  always  with  her.  I  did  not 
even  know  whether  she  was  alive  or  not,  but  believed 
that  she  must  be  ;  for  I  thought  that  if  she  had  died  I 
should  have  heard  of  it,  as  the  Kosekin  would  have  re¬ 
joiced  greatly  over  such  an  event.  For  every  death  is 
to  them  an  occasion  of  joy,  and  the  death  of  one  so  dis¬ 
tinguished  and  so  beloved  as  Almah  would  have  given 
rise  to  nothing  less  than  a  national  festival. 

Of  time  I  had  but  a  poor  reckoning;  but,  from  the 
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way  in  which  the  paupers  kept  account  of  their  joms,  I 
judged  that  about  three  months  had  elapsed  since  the 
ceremony  of  separation. 

The  paupers  were  now  all  joyous  with  a  hideous  joy. 
The  Chief  Pauper  was  more  abhorrent  than  ever.  He 
had  the  blood-thirst  strong  upon  him.  He  was  on  that 
jom  to  perform  his  horrible  office  of  Sar  Tabakin ,  and 
as  he  accosted  me  he  smiled  the  smile  of  a  demon,  and 
congratulated  me  on  my  coming  escape  from  life.  To 
this  I  had  no  word  of  answer  to  make  ;  but  my  hands 
held  my  rifle  and  pistol,  and  these  I  clutched  with  a 
firmer  grasp  as  my  last  hour  approached. 

The  time  for  departure  at  length  arrived.  Soldiers 
of  the  Kosekin  came,  following  the  paupers,  who  went 
first,  while  the  guards  came  after  me.  Thus  we  all 
emerged  into  the  open  air.  There  the  broad  terrace  al¬ 
ready  mentioned  spread  out  before  my  eyes,  filled  with 
thousands  upon  thousands  of  human  beings.  It  seemed 
as  though  the  entire  population  of  the  city  was  there, 
and  so  densely  packed  was  this  great  crowd  that  it  was 
only  with  great  difficulty  that  a  way  was  laid  open  for 
our  passage. 

Above  was  the  sky,  where  the  stars  were  twinkling 
faintly.  There  was  no  longer  the  light  of  the  aurora 
australis  ;  the  constellations  glimmered  but  dimly,  the 
moon  was  shining  with  but  a  feeble  ray;  for  there,  far 
away  over  the  icy  crests  of  the  lofty  mountains,  I  savT 
a  long  line  of  splendid  effulgence,  all  golden  and  red — 
the  light  of  the  new  dawn — the  dawn  of  that  long  day 
which  was  now  approaching.  The  sight  of  that  dawn¬ 
ing  light  gave  me  new  life.  It  was  like  a  sight  of  home 
— the  blessed  dawn,  the  sunlight  of  a  bright  day,  the 
glorious  daybreak  lost  for  so  long  a  time,  but  now  at  last 
returning.  I  feasted  my  eyes  on  the  spectacle,  I  burst 
into  tears  of  joy,  and  I  felt  as  though  I  could  gaze  at  it 


Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 


279 


forever.  But  the  sun  as  it  travelled  was  rapidly  com¬ 
ing  into  view;  soon  the  dazzling  glory  of  its  rim  would 
appear  above  the  mountain  crest,  and  the  season  of  dark¬ 
ness  would  end.  There  was  no  time  to  wait,  and  the 
guards  hurried  me  on. 

There  in  the  midst  of  the  square  rose  the  pyramid. 
It  was  fully  a  hundred  feet  in  height,  with  a  broad  flat 
top.  At  the  base  I  saw  a  great  crowd  of  paupers. 
Through  these  we  passed,  and  as  we  did  so  a  horrible 
death-chant  arose.  We  now  went  up  the  steps  and 
reached  the  top.  It  was  about  sixty  feet  square,  and 
upon  it  there  was  a  quadrangle  of  stones  set  about  three 
feet  apart,  about  sixty  in  number,  while  in  the  midst  was 
a  larger  stone.  All  of  these  were  evidently  intended  for 
sacrificial  purposes. 

Scarcely  had  I  reached  the  top  when  I  saw  a  proces¬ 
sion  ascend  from  the  other  side.  First  came  some  pau¬ 
pers,  then  some  hags,  and  then  followed  by  other  hags 
I  saw  Almah.  I  was  transfixed  at  the  sight.  A  thrill 
passed  through  every  nerve,  and  a  wild  impulse  came  to 
me  to  burst  through  the  crowd,  join  her,  and  battle  with 
them  all  for  my  life.  But  the  crowd  was  too  dense.  I 
could  only  stand  and  look  at  her,  and  mark  the  paleness 
of  her  face  and  her  mute  despair.  She  saw  me,  waved 
her  hand  sadly,  and  gave  me  a  mournful  smile.  There 
we  stood  separated  by  the  crowd,  with  our  eyes  fastened 
on  each  other,  and  all  our  hearts  filled  with  one  deep, 
intense  yearning  to  fly  to  one  another’s  side. 

And  now  there  came  up  from  below,  louder  and  deep¬ 
er,  the  awful  death-chant.  Time  was  pressing.  The 
preparations  were  made.  The  Chief  Pauper  took  his 
station  by  the  central  stone,  and  in  his  right  hand  he 
held  a  long,  keen  knife.  Towards  this  stone  I  was  led. 
The  Chief  Pauper  then  looked  with  his  blear  and  blink¬ 
ing  eyes  to  where  the  dawn  was  glowing  over  the  moun- 
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tain  crest,  and  every  moment  increasing  in  brightness  ; 
and  then,  after  a  brief  survey,  he  turned  and  whetted 
his  knife  on  the  sacrificial  stone.  After  this  he  turned 
to  me  with  his  evil  face,  with  the  glare  of  a  horrid 
death-hunger  in  his  ravenous  eyes,  and  pointed  to  the 
stone. 

I  stood  without  motion. 

He  repeated  the  gesture  and  said,  “  Lie  down  here  !” 

“  I  will  not,”  said  I. 

“  But  it  is  on  this  stone,”  said  he,  “  that  you  are  to 
get  the  blessing  of  death.” 

“I’ll  die  first !”  said  I  fiercely,  and  I  raised  my  rifle. 

The  Chief  Pauper  was  puzzled  at  this.  The  others 
looked  on  quietly,  thinking  it  probably  a  debate  about 
some  punctilio.  Suddenly  he  seemed  struck  with  an 
idea. 

“Yes,  yes,”  said  he.  “The  woman  first.  It  is  bet¬ 
ter  so.” 

Saying  this,  he  walked  towards  Aimak,  and  said  some¬ 
thing  to  the  hags. 

At  this  the  chief  of  them — namely,  the  nightmare  hag 
— led  Aimak  to  the  nearest  stone,  and  motioned  to  her  to 
lie  down.  Almah  prepared  to  obey,  but  paused  a  mo¬ 
ment  to  throw  at  me  one  last  glance  and  wave  her  hand 
as  a  last  farewell.  Then  without  a  word  she  laid  her¬ 
self  down  upon  the  stone. 

At  this  a  thrill  of  fury  rushed  through  all  my  being, 
rousing  me  from  my  stupor,  impelling  me  to  action, 
filling  my  brain  with  madness.  The  nightmare  hag 
had  already  raised  her  long,  keen  knife  in  the  air.  An¬ 
other  moment  and  the  blow  would  have  fallen.  But  my 
rifle  was  at  my  shoulder;  my  aim  was  deadly.  The  re¬ 
port  rang  out  like  thunder.  A  wild,  piercing  yell  fol¬ 
lowed,  and  when  the  smoke  cleared  away  the  nightmare 
hag  lay  dead  at  the  foot  of  the  altar.  I  was  already 
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there,  having  burst  through  the  astonished  crowd,  and 
Almah  was  in  my  arms;  and  holding  her  thus  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  I  put  myself  in  front  of  her  and  stood  at  bay,  with 
my  only  thought  that  of  defending  her  to  the  last  and 
selling  my  life  as  dearly  as  possible. 

The  result  was  amazing. 

After  the  report  there  was  for  some  moments  a  deep 
silence,  which  was  followed  by  a  wild,  abrupt  cry  from 
half  a  million  people — the  roar  of  indistinguishable 
words  bursting  forth  from  the  lips  of  all  that  throng, 
whose  accumulated  volume  arose  in  one  vast  thunder¬ 
clap  of  sound,  pealing  forth,  echoing  along  the  terraced 
streets,  and  rolling  on  far  away  in  endless  reverbera¬ 
tions.  It  was  like  the  roar  of  mighty  cataracts,  like  the 
sound  of  many  waters  ;  and  at  the  voice  of  that  vast 
multitude  I  shrank  back  for  a  moment.  As  I  did  so  I 
looked  down  and  beheld  a  scene  as  appalling  as  the 
sound  that  had  overawed  me.  In  all  that  countless 
throng  of  human  beings  there  was  not  one  who  was  not 
in  motion  ;  and  all  were  pressing  forward  towards  the 
pyramid  as  to  a  common  centre.  On  every  side  there 
was  a  multitudinous  sea  of  upturned  faces,  extending 
as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach.  All  were  in  violent  agi¬ 
tation,  as  though  all  were  possessed  by  one  common  im¬ 
pulse  which  forced  them  towards  me.  At  such  a  sight 
I  thought  of  nothing  else  than  that  I  was  the  object  of 
their  wrath,  and  that  they  were  all  with  one  common 
fury  rushing  towards  me  to  wreak  vengeance  upon  me 
and  upon  Almah  for  the  slaughter  of  the  nightmare 
hag. 

All  this  was  the  work  of  but  a  few  moments.  And 
now  as  I  stood  there  holding  Almah — appalled,  despair¬ 
ing,  yet  resolute  and  calm — I  became  aware  of  a  more 
imminent  danger.  On  the  top  of  the  pyramid,  at  the 
report  of  the  rifle,  all  had  fallen  down  flat  on  their 
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faces,  and  it  was  over  them  that  I  had  rushed  to  Almah’s 
side.  But  these  now  began  to  rise,  and  the  hags  took 
up  the  corpse  of  the  dead,  and  the  paupers  swarmed 
around  with  cries  of  “  Mut,  mut  /”  (dead,  dead  !),  and 
exclamations  of  wonder.  Then  they  all  turned  their 
foul  and  bleary  eyes  towards  me,  and  stood  as  if  trans¬ 
fixed  with  astonishment.  At  length  there  burst  forth 
from  the  crowd  one  who  sought  to  get  at  me.  It  was 
the  Chief  Pauper.  He  still  held  in  his  hand  the  long 
knife  of  sacrifice.  He  said  not  a  word,  but  rushed 
straight  at  me,  and  as  he  came  I  saw  murder  in  his  look. 
I  did  not  wait  for  him,  but,  raising  my  rifle,  discharged 
the  second  barrel  full  in  his  face.  He  fell  down,  a  shat¬ 
tered,  blackened  heap,  dead. 

As  the  second  report  thundered  out  it  drowned  all 
other  sounds,  and  was  again  followed  by  an  awful  si¬ 
lence.  I  looked  around.  Those  on  the  pyramid — pau¬ 
pers  and  hags — had  again  flung  themselves  on  their 
faces.  On  the  square  below  the  whole  multitude  were 
on  their  knees,  with  their  heads  bowed  down  low.  The 
silence  was  more  oppressive  than  before  ;  it  was  appal¬ 
ling — it  was  tremendous!  It  seemed  like  the  dread  si¬ 
lence  that  precedes  the  more  awful  outburst  of  the  hur¬ 
ricane  when  the  storm  is  gathering  up  all  its  strength 
to  burst  with  accumulated  fury  upon  its  doomed  victim. 

But  there  was  no  time  to  be  lost  in  staring,  and  that 
interval  was  occupied  by  me  in  hastily  reloading  my  rifle. 
It  was  my  last  resource  now;  and  if  it  availed  not  for 
defence  it  might  at  least  serve  to  be  used  against  our¬ 
selves.  With  this  thought  I  handed  the  pistol  to  Almah, 
and  hurriedly  whispered  to  her  that  if  I  were  killed  she 
could  use  it  against  herself.  She  took  it  in  silence,  but 
I  read  in  her  face  her  invincible  resolve. 

The  storm  at  last  burst.  The  immense  multitude  rose 
to  their  feet,  and  with  one  common  impulse  came  press- 
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ing  on  from  every  side  towards  the  pyramid,  apparently 
filled  with  the  one  universal  desire  of  reaching  me — a 
desire  which  was  now  all  the  more  intense  and  vehement 
from  these  interruptions  which  had  taken  place.  Why 
they  had  fallen  on  their  knees,  why  the  paupers  on  the 
pyramid  were  still  prostrate,  I  could  not  tell;  hut  I  saw 
now  the  swarming  multitude,  and  I  felt  that  they  were 
rolling  in  on  every  side — merciless,  bloodthirsty,  im¬ 
placable — to  tear  me  to  pieces.  Yet  time  passed  and 
they  did  not  reach  me,  for  an  obstacle  was  interposed. 
The  pyramid  had  smooth  sides.  The  stairways  that  led 
up  to  the  summit  were  narrow,  and  did  not  admit  of 
more  than  two  at  a  time;  yet,  had  the  Koseldn  been 
like  other  people  the  summit  of  the  pyramid  would  soon 
have  been  swarming  with  them,  but  as  they  were  Kose- 
kin  none  came  up  to  the  top;  for  at  the  base  of  the  pyr¬ 
amid,  at  the  bottom  of  the  steps,  I  saw  a  strange  and  in¬ 
credible  struggle.  It  was  not,  as  with  us,  who  should 
go  up  first,  but  who  should  go  up  last;  each  tried  to 
make  his  neighbor  go  before  him.  All  were  eager  to 
go,  but  the  Kosekin  self-denial,  self-sacrifice,  and  love 
for  the  good  of  others  made  each  one  intensely  desirous 
to  make  others  go  up.  This  resulted  in  a  furious  strug¬ 
gle,  in  which  as  fast  as  any  one  would  be  pushed  up  the 
steps  a  little  way  he  would  jump  down  again  and  turn 
his  efforts  towards  putting  up  others;  and  thus  all  the 
energies  of  the  people  were  worn  out  in  useless  and  un¬ 
availing  efforts — in  a  struggle  to  which,  from  the  very 
nature  of  the  case,  there  could  be  no  end. 

Now  those  on  the  pyramid  began  to  rise,  and  soon  all 
were  on  their  feet.  Cries  burst  forth  from  them.  All 
were  looking  at  us,  but  with  nothing  like  hostility;  it 
was  rather  like  reverence  and  adoration,  and  these  feel¬ 
ings  were  expressed  unmistakably  in  their  cries,  among 
which  I  could  plainly  distinguish  such  words  as  these: 
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u Ap  Ham!”  “ Mosel  anan  wacoseTe /”  “  Sopet  Mut !” — 
The  Father  of  Thunder !  Ruler  of  Cloud  and  Darkness ! 
Judge  of  Death!  These  cries  passed  to  those  below. 
The  struggle  ceased.  All  stood  and  joined  in  the  cry, 
which  was  taken  up  by  those  nearest,  and  soon  passed 
among  all  those  myriads  to  be  repeated  with  thunder 
echoes  far  and  wide. 

At  this  it  suddenly  became  plain  to  me  that  the  dan¬ 
ger  of  death  had  passed  away;  that  these  people  no 
longer  regarded  me  as  a  victim,  but  rather  as  some 
mighty  being  —  some  superior,  perhaps  supernatural 
power,  who  was  to  be  almost  worshipped.  Hence  these 
prostrations,  these  words,  these  cries,  these  looks.  All 
these  told  me  that  the  bitterness  of  death  had  passed 
away.  At  this  discovery  there  was,  for  a  moment,  a 
feeling  of  aversion  and  horror  within  me  at  filling  such 
a  position;  that  I,  a  weak  mortal,  should  dare  to  receive 
adoration  like  this,  and  I  recoiled  at  the  thought;  yet 
this  feeling  soon  passed,  for  life  was  at  stake — not  my 
own  merely,  but  that  of  Almah;  and  I  was  ready  now 
to  go  through  anything  if  only  I  might  save  her;  so,  in¬ 
stead  of  shrinking  from  this  new  part,  I  eagerly  seized 
upon  it,  and  at  once  determined  to  take  advantage  of 
the  popular  superstition  to  the  utmost. 

Far  away  over  the  crests  of  the  mountains  I  saw  the 
golden  edge  of  the  sun’s  disk,  and  the  light  flowed  there¬ 
from  in  broad  effulgence,  throwing  out  long  rays  of 
glory  in  a  luminous  flood  over  all  the  land.  I  pointed 
to  the  glorious  orb,  and  cried  to  the  paupers  and  to  all 
who  were  nearest,  in  a  loud  voice: 

“  I  am  Atam-or,  the  Man  of  Light.  I  come  from  the 
land  of  light.  I  am  the  Father  of  Thunder,  of  Cloud 
and  Darkness — the  Judge  of  Death!” 

At  this  the  paupers  all  fell  prostrate,  and  cried  out  to 
me  to  give  them  the  blessing  of  death. 
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I  made  no  answer,  but  leading  Almah  to  the  edge  of 
the  pyramid  told  her  to  fire  the  pistol.  A  million  eyes 
were  fixed  on  us.  She  held  up  the  pistol  and  fired.  Im¬ 
mediately  after  I  fired  both  barrels  of  the  rifle;  and  as 
the  reports  rang  out  and  the  smoke  cleared  away,  I  heard 
a  mighty  murmur,  and  once  more  beheld  all  prostrate. 
Upon  this  I  hurriedly  loaded  again,  and  waited  for  fur¬ 
ther  revelations.  All  the  time  I  could  not  help  wonder¬ 
ing  at  the  effect  produced  by  the  rifle  now  in  comparison 
with  the  indifference  with  which  it  had  been  regarded  at 
my  first  arrival  in  the  country.  I  could  not  account  for 
it,  but  supposed  that  the  excitement  of  a  great  religious 
festival  and  the  sudden  death  of  the  Chief  Pauper  and 
the  Chief  Hag  had  probably  deeply  impressed  them.  In 
the  midst  of  these  thoughts  the  whole  multitude  arose; 
and  once  more  there  came  to  my  ears  the  universal  up¬ 
roar  of  innumerable  cries,  in  the  midst  of  which  I  could 
hear  the  words,  “  Ap  Ram!”  “Mosel  anan  wacoseJc /” 
“  Sopet  Mutf” 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

CONCLUSION. 

In  the  midst  of  this  the  paupers  and  the  hags  talked 
earnestly  together.  Some  of  those  who  had  been  near¬ 
est  in  rank  to  the  late  Chief  Pauper  and  Chief  Hag  were 
conspicuous  in  the  debate.  All  looked  at  me  and  at 
Almali,  and  pointed  towards  the  sun,  which  was  wheel¬ 
ing  along  behind  the  distant  mountain  crest,  showing  a 
golden  disk.  Then  they  pointed  to  the  dead  bodies; 
and  the  hags  took  the  Chief  Hag,  and  the  paupers  the 
Chief  Pauper,  and  laid  them  side  by  side  on  the  central 
altar.  After  this  a  hag  and  a  pauper  advanced  towards 
us,  each  carrying  the  sacrificial  knife  which  had  be¬ 
longed  to  the  deceased. 

The  hag  spoke  first,  addressing  Aimak,  in  accordance 
with  the  Kosekin  custom,  which  requires  women  to  take 
the  precedence  in  many  things. 

“Take  this,”  she  said,  “oh,  Aimak,  consort  of  Atam- 
or,  and  Co-ruler  of  Clouds  and  Darkness.  Henceforth 
you  shall  be  Judge  of  Death  to  the  women  of  the  Kose¬ 
kin.” 

She  then  handed  Almah  the  sacrificial  knife  of  the 
Chief  Hag,  which  Almah  took  in  silence. 

Then  the  pauper  presented  me  with  the  sacrificial 
knife  of  the  Chief  Pauper,  with  the  following  words: 

“  Take  this,  oh,  Atam-or,  Father  of  Thunder  and  Ruler 
of  Clouds  and  Darkness.  Henceforth  you  shall  be  Judge 
of  Death  to  the  men  of  the  Kosekin  and  Sar  Tabakin 
over  the  whole  nation.” 
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I  received  the  knife  in  silence,  for  I  had  nothing  to 
say;  but  now  Almah  spoke,  as  was  fitting  for  her  to  do, 
since  with  the  Kosekin  the  women  must  take  the  prece¬ 
dence;  and  here  it  was  expected  that  she  should  reply 
in  behalf  of  both  of  us. 

So  Almah,  holding  the  sacrificial  knife,  stood  looking 
at  them,  full  of  dignity,  and  spoke  as  follows: 

“We  will  take  this,  oh,  Kosekin,  and  we  will  reward 
you  all.  W e  will  begin  our  reign  over  the  Kosekin  with 
memorable  acts  of  mercy.  These  two  great  victims 
shall  be  enough  for  the  Mista  JFosek  of  this  season.  The 
victims  designed  for  this  sacrifice  shall  have  to  deny 
themselves  the  blessing  of  death,  yet  they  shall  be  re¬ 
warded  in  other  ways;  and  all  the  land  from  the  high¬ 
est  to  the  lowest  shall  have  reason  to  rejoice  in  our  rule. 

“To  all  you  hags  and  paupers  we  grant  the  splendid 
and  unparalleled  boon  of  exile  to  Magones.  There  you 
can  have  all  the  suffering  which  heart  can  wish,  and  in¬ 
evitable  death.  To  all  classes  and  ranks  in  the  whole 
nation  we  promise  to  grant  a  diminution  in  their  wealth 
by  one  quarter.  In  the  abundance  of  our  mercy  we  are 
willing  ourselves  to  bear  the  burden  of  all  the  offerings 
that  may  be  necessary  in  order  to  accomplish  this.  All 
in  the  land  may  at  once  give  up  one  quarter  of  their 
whole  wealth  to  us.” 

At  this  the  hags  and  paupers  gave  a  horrible  yell  of 
applause. 

“As  rulers  of  Light  and  Darkness,  we  will  henceforth 
govern  the  nation  in  the  light  as  well  as  in  the  dark. 
We  will  sacrifice  ourselves  so  far  to  the  public  good  as 
to  live  in  the  light,  and  in  open  palaces.  We  will  con¬ 
sent  to  undergo  the  pains  of  light  and  splendor — to  en¬ 
dure  all  the  evils  of  luxury,  magnificence,  and  boundless 
wealth  for  the  good  of  the  Kosekin  nation.  We  will 
consent  to  forego  the  right  of  separation,  and  agree  to 
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live  together,  even  though  we  love  one  another.  Above 
all,  we  will  refuse  death  and  consent  to  live.  Can  any 
rulers  do  more  than  this  for  the  good  of  their  peo¬ 
ple  ?” 

Another  outburst  of  applause  followed. 

“In  three  joms”  continued  Almah,  “all  you  hags  and 
paupers  shall  be  sent  to  exile  and  death  on  Magones. 
As  for  the  rest  of  the  Kosekin,  hear  our  words.  Tell 
them  from  us  that  the  laborers  shall  all  be  elevated  to 
the  rank  of  paupers,  the  artisans  shall  be  made  labor¬ 
ers,  the  tradesmen  artisans,  the  soldiers  tradesmen,  the 
Athons  soldiers,  the  Kohens  Athons,  and  the  Meleks  Ko- 
hens.  There  shall  be  no  Meleks  in  all  the  land.  We, 
in  our  love  for  the  Kosekin,  will  henceforth  be  the  only 
Meleks.  Then  all  the  misery  of  that  low  station  will 
rest  on  us;  and  in  our  low  estate  as  Meleks  we  shall 
govern  this  nation  in  love  and  self-denial.  Tell  them 
that  we  will  forego  the  sacrifice  and  consent  to  live; 
that  we  will  give  up  darkness  and  cavern  gloom  and 
live  in  light.  Tell  them  to  prepare  for  us  the  splendid 
palaces  of  the  Meleks,  for  we  will  take  the  most  sumpt¬ 
uous  and  magnificent  of  them  all.  Tell  all  the  people 
to  present  their  offerings.  Tell  them  that  we  consent 
to  have  endless  retinues  of  servants,  soldiers,  followers, 
and  attendants.  Tell  them  that  with  the  advent  of 
Almah  and  Atam-or  a  new  era  begins  for  the  Kosekin, 
in  which  every  man  may  be  as  poor  as  he  likes,  and 
riches  shall  be  unknown  in  the  land.” 

These  extraordinary  words  seemed  to  fill  the  paupers 
with  rapture.  Exclamations  of  joy  burst  from  them; 
they  prostrated  themselves  in  an  irrepressible  impulse 
of  grateful  admiration,  as  though  such  promises  could 
only  come  from  superior  beings.  Then  most  of  them 
hurried  down  to  communicate  to  the  people  below  the 
glorious  intelligence.  Soon  it  spread  from  mouth  to 
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mouth,  and  all  the  people  were  filled  with  the  wildest 
excitement. 

For  never  before  had  such  a  thing  been  known,  and 
never  had  such  a  self-sacrifice  been  imagined  or  thought 
possible,  as  that  the  rulers  of  the  Kosekin  could  consent 
to  be  rich  when  they  might  be  paupers;  to  live  together 
when  they  might  be  separate;  to  dwell  in  the  light  when 
they  might  lurk  in  the  deepest  cavern  gloom;  to  remain 
in  life  when  they  might  have  the  blessing  of  death. 
Selfishness,  fear  of  death,  love  of  riches,  and  love  of  lux¬ 
ury,  these  were  all  unintelligible  to  the  Kosekin,  as  much 
as  to  us  would  be  self-abnegation,  contempt  of  death, 
voluntary  poverty,  and  asceticism.  But  as  with  us  self- 
denying  rulers  may  make  others  rich  and  be  popular  for 
this,  so  here  among  the  Kosekin  a  selfish  ruler  might  be 
popular  by  making  others  poor.  Hence  the  words  of 
Almah,  as  they  were  made  known,  gave  rise  to  the  wild¬ 
est  excitement  and  enthusiasm,  and  the  vast  multitude 
poured  forth  their  feelings  in  long  shouts  of  rapturous 
applause. 

Amid  this  the  bodies  of  the  dead  were  carried  down 
from  the  pyramid,  and  were  taken  to  the  Mista  ICoseJc 
in  a  long  and  solemn  procession,  accompanied  by  the 
singing  of  wild  and  dismal  chants. 

And  now  the  sun,  rolling  along  behind  the  icy  moun¬ 
tain  crests,  rose  higher  and  higher  every  moment,  and 
the  bright  light  of  a  long  day  began  to  illumine  the 
world.  There  sparkled  the  sea,  rising  far  away  like  a 
watery  wall,  with  the  horizon  high  up  in  the  sky;  there 
rose  the  circle  of  giant  mountains,  sweeping  away  till 
they  were  blended  with  the  horizon;  there  rose  the  ter¬ 
races  of  the  amir ,  all  glowing  in  the  sunlight,  with  all 
its  countless  houses  and  cavern-openings  and  arching 
trees  and  pointing  pyramids.  Above  was  the  canopy  of 
heaven,  no  longer  studded  with  stars  or  glistening  with 
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the  fitful  shimmer  of  the  aurora,  but  all  radiant  with 
the  glorious  sunlight,  and  disclosing  all  the  splendors  of 
the  infinite  blue.  At  that  sight  a  thrill  of  joy  passed 
through  me.  The  long,  long  night  at  last  was  over;  the 
darkness  had  passed  away  like  some  hideous  dream;  the 
day  was  here  —  the  long  day  that  was  to  know  no 
shadow  and  no  decline — when  all  this  world  should  be 
illuminated  by  the  ever-circling  sun — a  sun  that  would 
never  set  until  his  long  course  of  rmrny  months  be  fully 
run.  My  heart  swelled  with  rapture,  my  eyes  filled  with 
tears.  “  O  Light !”  I  cried;  “  O  gleaming,  golden  Sun¬ 
light  !  O  Light  of  Lleaven  ! — light  that  brings  life  and 
hope  to  man  !”  And  I  could  have  fallen  on  my  knees 
and  worshipped  that  rising  sun. 

But  the  light  which  was  so  glorious  to  us  was  painful 
and  distressing  to  the  Kosekin.  On  the  top  of  the 
pyramid  the  paupers  crouched,  shading  their  eyes.  The 
crowd  below  began  to  disperse  in  all  directions,  so  as  to 
betake  themselves  to  their  coverts  and  to  the  caverns, 
where  they  might  live  in  the  dark.  Soon  nearly  all  were 
gone  except  the  paupers  at  the  foot  of  the  pyramid,  who 
were  awaiting  our  commands,  and  a  crowd  of  Meleks 
and  Athons  at  a  distance.  At  a  gesture  from  me  the 
few  paupers  near  us  descended  and  joined  those  below. 

Almah  and  I  were  alone  on  the  top  of  the  pyramid. 

I  caught  her  in  my  arms  in  a  rapture  of  joy.  This 
revulsion  from  the  lowest  despair — from  darkness  and 
from  death  back  to  hope  and  light  and  life — was  almost 
too  much  to  endure.  We  both  wept,  but  our  tears  were 
those  of  happiness. 

“You  will  be  all  my  own  now,”  said  I,  “and  we  can 
fly  from  this  hateful  land.  We  can  be  united — we  can 
be  married — here  before  we  start,  and  you  will  not  be 
cruel  enough  to  refuse.  You  will  consent,  will  you  not, 
to  be  my  wife  before  we  fly  from  the  Kosekin?” 
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At  this  Almah’s  face  became  suffused  with  smiles  and 
blushes.  Her  arms  were  about  me,  and  she  did  not  draw 
away,  but  looked  up  in  sweet  confusion  and  said, 

“  Why,  as  to  that — I — I  cannot  be  more  your — your 
wife  than  I  am.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?”  I  exclaimed,  in  wonder.  “  My 
wife  !” 

Her  eyes  dropped  again  and  she  whispered, 

“  The  ceremony  of  separation  is  with  the  Kosekin  the 
most  sacred  form  of  marriage.  It  is  the  religious  form; 
the  other  is  merely  the  civil  form.” 

This  was  unintelligible,  nor  did  I  try  to  understand  it. 
It  was  enough  to  hear  this  from  her  own  sweet  lips;  but 
it  was  a  strange  feeling,  and  I  think  I  am  the  only  man 
since  Adam  that  was  ever  married  without  knowing  it. 

“As  to  flight,”  continued  Almah,  who  had  quite 
adopted  the  Kosekin  fashion,  which  makes  women  take 
the  lead — “  as  to  flight,  we  need  not  hurry.  We  are  all- 
powerful  now,  and  there  is  no  more  danger.  We  must 
wait  until  we  send  embassies  to  my  people,  and  when 
they  are  ready  to  receive  us  we  will  go.  But  now  let 
us  leave  this,  for  our  servants  are  waiting  for  us,  and 
the  light  is  distressing  to  them.  Let  us  go  to  the  near¬ 
est  of  our  palaces  and  obtain  rest  and  food.” 

Here  Featherstone  stopped,  yawned,  and  laid  down 
the  manuscript. 

“That’s  enough  for  to-day,”  said  he;  “I’m  tired  and 
can’t  read  any  more.  It’s  time  for  supper.” 
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Blackburn  (Henry),  continued — 
Academy  Notes,  1880-84.  Complete 
in  One  Volume,  with  about  700  Fac¬ 
simile  Illustrations.  Cloth  limp,  6s. 
Grosvenor  Notes,  1877.  6d. 
Grosvenor  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1878  to  1886,  each  Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1887.  With  nu¬ 
merous  Illusts.  Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82. 
With  upwards  of  300  Illustrations. 
Demy8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  Vol.  II.,  1883-87. 
With  upwards  of  300  Illustrations. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

The  English  Pictures  at  the  National 
Gallery.  114  Illustrations.  Is. 

1  he  Old  Masters  at  the  National 
Gallery.  128  Illustrations.  Is.  6d. 

A  Complete  Illustrated  Catalogue 
to  the  National  Gallery.  With 
Notes  by  H.  Blackburn,  and  242 
Illusts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 


The  Paris  Salon,  1887.  With  about 
300  Facsimile  Sketches.  Demy8vo,3s. 


Blake  (William) :  Etchings  from 
his  Works.  By  W.  B.  Scott.  With 
descriptive  Text.  Folio,  half-bound 
boards,  India  Proofs,  21s. 


Boccaccio’s  Decameron  ;  or, 

Ten  Days’  Entertainment.  Translated 
into  English,  with  an  Introduction  by 
Thomas  Wright,  F.S.A.  With  Portrait 
and  Stothard’s  beautiful  Copper¬ 
plates.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 


Bourne  (H.  R.  Fox),  Works  by : 

English  Merchants:  Memoirs  in  Il¬ 
lustration  of  the  Progress  of  British 
Commerce.  With  numerous  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

English  Newspapers:  Contributions 
to  the  History  of  Journalism.  Two 
vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  25s. 

Bowers’(G.)  Hunting  Sketches: 

Oblong  4to,  half-bound  boards,  21s.  each. 

Canters  in  Cram psh ire. 

Leaves  from  a  Hunting  Journal. 
Coloured  in  facsimile  of  the  originals. 


Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America. 

Savage  Life:  Adventures  of  a  Globe. 
Trotter. 


Chronicles  of  No-Man’3  Land, 
Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
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Brand’sObservations  on  Popu¬ 
lar  Antiquities,  chiefly  Illustrating 
the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs, 
Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis. 
Crown  8vo,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Bret  Harte,  Works  by  : 

Bret  Harte’s  Collected  Works.  Ar¬ 
ranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Complete  in  Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Complete  Poetical  and 
Dramatic  Works.  With  Steel  Por¬ 
trait,  and  Introduction  by  Author. 
Vol.  II.  Earlier  Papers — Luck  of 
Roaring  Camp, and  other  Sketches 
— Bohemian  Papers  —  Spanish 
and  American  Legends. 

Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts 
— Eastern  Sketches. 

Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 

Vol.  V.  Stories  —  Condensed 
Novels,  <xc. 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in 
Prose  and  Poetry.  With  Introduc¬ 
tory  Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrail 
of  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

Bret  Harte’s  Complete  Poetical 
Works.  Author’s  Copyright  Edition. 
Beautifully  printed  on  hand-made 
paper  and  bound  in  buckram.  Cr. 
8vo,  4s.  6d. 

Gabriel  Conroy  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  and  other 
Stories.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Fcap. 

8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and  other 
Sketches.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Jeff  Briggs’s  Love  Story.  Fcap.  8vo, 
picture  cover,  Is.  [2s.  6d. 

Flip.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. ;  cl.  limp, 
Californian  Stories  (including  The 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain,  Jeff 
Briggs’s  Love  Story,  &c.)  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Maruja:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust. 

boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s  6d. 

The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.  With 
28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  Reproduced  in  Colours 
by  Edmund  Evans.  Sm.  4to,  bds..  5s. 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras,  &c.  Post 
8vo,  llustrated  bds,  2s. ;  cl.,  2s.  6d. 

B  rewer^ ( R e vT Dr. ) ,  Works  by  : 

The  Reader’s  Hand  book  of  Allusions, 
References,  Plots,  and  Stories. 
Twelfth  Thousand.  With  Appendix, 
containing  a  Complete  English 
Bibliography.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  7s.  6d. 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader’s  Handbook,”  separ¬ 
ately  printed.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  continued — 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. ;  half-bound,  9s. 

Brewster(SirDavid),Works  by: 

More  Worlds  than  One:  The  Creed 
of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of 
the  Christian.  With  Plates.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Lives  of 
Galileo,  Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kep¬ 
ler.  With  Portraits.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  4s.  6d. 

Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  A  New 
Edition,  with  numerous  illustrations, 
and  Chapters  on  the  Being  and 
Faculties  of  Man,  and  Additional 
Phenomena  of  Natural  Magic,  by 
J.  A.  Smith.  Post  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  4s.  6d. 

Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy 

as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat-Savarin. 

Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A., 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Buchanan’s  (Robert)  Works: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

Ballads  of  Life,  Love,  and  Humour. 
Frontispiece  by  Arthur  Hughes. 

Undertones.  |  London  Poems. 

The  Book  of  Orm. 

White  Rose  and  Red:  A  Love  Story. 

Idylls  and  Legends  of  Inverburn. 

Selected  Poems  of  Robert  Buchanan 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 

The  Hebrid  Isles:  Wanderings  in  the 
Land  of  Lome  and  the  Outer  He¬ 
brides.  With  Frontispiece  by  Wil¬ 
liam  Small. 

A  Poet’s  Sketch-Book:  Selections 
from  the  Prose  Writings  of  Robert 
Buchanan. 

The  Earthquake;  or,  Six  Days  and 
a  Sabbath. 

The  City  of  Dream  :  An  Epic  Poem. 

Robert  Buchanan’sComplete  Poeti¬ 
cal  Works.  With  Steel-plate  Por¬ 
trait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature.  With  a  Frontis¬ 
piece. 

God  and  the  Man.  With  Illustrations 

by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline.  With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  With  a  Frontis¬ 
piece  by  P.  Macnab. 

Annan  Water  |  The  New  Abelard. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

Matt :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

The  Heir  of  Linne:  A  Romance. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
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Bunyan’s  Pilgrim’s  Progress. 

Edited  by  Rev.  T.  Scott.  With  17 
Steel  Plates  by  Stothard  engraved 
by  Goodall,  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Burnett  (Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Surly  Tim,  and  other  Stories.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each. 
Kathleen  Mavourneen. 

Lindsay’s  Luck. 

Pretty  Polly  Pemberton. 


Burton  (Captain). — The  Book 

of  the  Sword  :  Being  a  History  of  the 
Sword  and  its  Use  in  all  Countries, 
from  the  Earliest  Times.  By  Richard 
F.  Burton.  With  over  400  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  32s. 


Burton  (Robert): 

The  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.  A 

New  Edition,  complete,  corrected 
and  enriched  by  Translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  Being  an 
Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Bur¬ 
ton’s  Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Byron  (Lord) : 

Byron’s  Letters  and  Journals.  With 
Notices  of  his  Life.  By  Thomas 
Moore.  A  Reprint  of  the  Original 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Byron’s  Don  Juan.  Complete  in  One 
Vol.,  post  bvo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Caine  (T.  Hall),  Novels  by: 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

3s.  6d. 

The  Deemster:  A  Romance  of  the 
Isle  of  Man.  Three  Vols.,  cr.  8vo. 


Cameron  (Comdr.).  —  The 
Cruise  of  the  “  Black  Prince  ”  Priva¬ 
teer,  Commanded  by  Robert  Haw¬ 
kins,  Master  Mariner.  By  Commander 
V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.,  C.B., 
D.C.L.  With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 
by  P.  Macnab.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  5s. 


Cameron  (Mrs.  H.  Lovett), 

Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Juliet’s  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 

Carlyle  (Thomas)  : 

On  the  Choice  of  Books.  ByTHOMAS 
Carlyle.  With  a  Life  of  the  Author 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  New  and  Re¬ 
vised  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Illustrated,  Is.  6d. 

The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyleand  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson 

1834  to  1872.  Edited  by  Charles 
Eliot  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Chapman’s  (George)  Works: 

Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger¬ 
non  Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III., 
the  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys¬ 
sey.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  18s. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Chatto  &  Jackson.— ATreatise 

on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi¬ 
tional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition,  Large 
4to,  half-bound,  28s. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H  R  .  Haweis.  With 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu¬ 
merous  Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H.  R. 
Haweis.  Demy  8vc.  cloth  limp,  2s. 6(1. 

Chronicle  (The)  of  the  Coach  : 

Charing  Cross  to  Ilfracombe.  By  J.  D 
Champlin.  With  75  Illustrations  by 
Edward  L.  Chichester.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Clodd. —  Myths  and  Dreams. 

By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Author 
of  “The  Childhood  of  Religions,”  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Cobban. — The  Cure  of  Souls  : 

A  Story.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Coleman.— Curly :  An  Actor’s 
Story.  By  John  Coleman.  Illustrated 
by  J.  C.  Dollman.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d.  _ _ 

Colquhoun.— Every  Inch  a  Sol¬ 

dier:  A  Novel.  By  M.  J.  Colquhoun. 
Three  Vols.)  crown  8vo. 
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Collins  (Wilkie),  Novels  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated, 
3s.6d,  each  ;  post  8vo, illustrated  bds,, 
2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Antonina.  Illust.  by  SirJoiiNGiLBERT. 
Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil¬ 
bert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

My  Miscellanies.  With  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  White.  With  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  Moonstone.  With  Illustrations 
by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
Man  and  Wife.  Illust.  by  W.  Small. 
Poor  Miss  Finch.  Illustrated  by 

G.  Du  Maurikr  and  Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss  or  Mrs.?  With  Illustrations  by 
S  L.  FiLDEsand  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.  Illustrated  by 
G.Du  Maurikr  and  C.  S. Reinhardt. 
The  Frozen  Deep.  Illustrated  by 
G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.  Illustrated 
by  S.  L.  Fildes  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel.  Illustrated  by 
Arthur  Hopkins. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Jezebel’s  Daughter. 

The  Black  Robe. 

Heart  and  Science:  A  Story  of  the 
Present  Time. 

“I  Say  No.” 

The  Evil  Genius. 


Little  Novels.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. 


Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 


A  Fight  with  Fortune.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Collins  (Mortimer  &  Frances), 

Novels  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

The  Village  Comedy. 

You  Play  Me  False. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |  Frances. 


Collins  (C.  Allston). — The  Bar 

Sinister:  A  Story.  By  C.  Allston 
Collins.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds., 2s. 

Colman’s  Humorous  Works: 

“  Broad  Grins,’’  ‘‘My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,”  and  other  Humorous  Works, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col- 
man.  With  Life  by  G.  B.  Buckstonk, 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  Crown 
8vo  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6cL _ _ 

Convalescent  Cookery:  A 

Family  Handbook.  By  Catherine 
Ryan.  Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  clo.'h,  Is.  6d. 

Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works 

by: 

Demonology  and  Devil-Loro.  Two 

Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with  65  lllusts.,  283. 
A  Necklace  of  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Pine  and  Palm:  A  Novel.  Two  Vols., 
crown  Svo. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Hours  with  the  Playei’3.  With  a 
Steel  Plate  Frontispiece. 

Nights  at  the  Play:  A  View  ot  the 
English  Stage. 


Leo:  A  Novel.  Post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

Paul  Foster’s  Daughter,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Copyright. —A  Handbook  of 

English  and  Foreign  Copyright  In 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.  By 

Sidney  Jerrold,  of  the  Middle 
Temple,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-Law.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 

of  the  West  of  England;  or,  The 
Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and 
Two  Steel-plate  Illustrations  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Craddock.  —  The  Prophet  of 

the  Great  Smoky  Mountains.  By 

Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post 
8vo,  illus.  bds.,  2s  cloth  limp,  2s.  Cd. 


Creasy.— Memoirs  of  Eminent 

Etonians  :  with  Notices  of  the  Early 
History  of  Eton  College.  By  Sir 
Edward  Creasy,  Author  of  “  The 
Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World.” 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  « 
Portraits,  7s.  6d. 
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Cruikshank  (George): 

"The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series:  The  First  from  1835 
to  1843  ;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1833.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best 
Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A’Beckktt, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By 
Blanchard  Jerrold,  Author  ot 
“The  Life  ot  Napoleon  III.,”  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  enlarged,  with  Ad¬ 
ditional  Plates,  and  a  very  carefully 
compiled  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d, 

Robinson  Crusoe.  A  beautiful  re¬ 
production  of  Major’s  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates 
by  George  Cruikshank,  choicely 
printed.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  Cu. 

Cumming(C.  F.  Gordon), Works 

by: 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac¬ 
simile  and  numerous  full-page  Illus¬ 
trations. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains.  With  numerous  Illustra¬ 
tions.  — 

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Cussans.— Handbook  of  Her¬ 
aldry;  with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans. 
Entirely  New  and  Revised  Edition, 
illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts 
and  Coloured  Plates.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cyples. — Hearts  of  Gold  :  A 
Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Crown 
bvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s^ _ 

Daniel. —  Merrie  England  in 
the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Rout.  Cruik- 
sh.  nk.  Crown  tvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Daudet.— The  Evangelist ;  or, 

Port  Salvation.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.  Translated  by  C.  Harry 
Meltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
■Author.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  | 
;js.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illust,  boards,  2s. 


Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp, 

Is.  6d.  each. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims. 
Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother’s  Guide. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.  Crown  8vo,  2s.  ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies’  (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psaltns  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un¬ 
published  MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  8 vo,  cloth  boards,  12s. 

De  Maistre  —A  Journey  Round 

My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre. 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

De  Mille. — A  Castle  in  Spain: 

A  Novel.  By  James  De  Mille.  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears,  j  Circe’s  Lovers. 

Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 

Sketches  by  Boz.  Nicholas Nickleby. 

Pickwick  Papers.  Oliver  Twist. 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickers, 
1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep¬ 
herd.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. — Also 
a  Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Mayfair 
Library.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  By 
Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  C.  A.  Vandekhoof,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  IPs.  6d. _ _ 

Dictionaries : 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd.;  hf.-bound,  9s. 
The  Reader’s  Handbook  of  Allu¬ 
sions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  With  an  Appendix,  contain¬ 
ing  a  Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Eleventh  Thousand.  Crown  8vo, 
1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates.  Being  the  Appendices  to 
“The  Reader’s  Handbook.”  sepa¬ 
rately  printed.  By  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Brewer'.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
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Dictionaries,  continued — 

Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great 
Men.  With  Historical  and  Explana¬ 
tory  Notes.  By  Samuel  A.  Bent, 
M.A.  Fifth  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 7s  6d. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights, Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America, 
from  the  Earliest  to  the  Present 
Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams. 

A  thick  volume,  crown  8vo,  half¬ 
bound,  12s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 
The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biographical 
Dictionary.  BypRANCEs  Hays.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-tlie-Way  Matters.  By  Ei.if.zer 
Edwards.  New  and  Cheaper  Issue. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d.  ;  hf.-bd.,  9s. 

Diderot. — The  Paradox  of  Act¬ 
ing.  Translated,  with  Annotations, 
from  Diderot’s  “  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Comedien,”  by  Walter  Herries 
Pollock.  With  a  Preface  by  Henry 
Irving.  Cr.  8vo,  in  parchment,  4s.  6d. 

Dobson  (W.  T."),  Works  by7_ 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.  [cities. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentri- 

Doran. —  Memories  of  our 
Great  Towns  ;  with  Anecdotic  Glean¬ 
ings  concerning  their  Worthies  and 
their  Oddities.  By  Dr.  John  Doran, 
F.S.A.  With  38  Illusts.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edit.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Drama,  A  Dictionary  of  the~ 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Play¬ 
houses  of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
America,  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pre¬ 
sent  Times.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer's 
“  Reader’s  Handbook.”)  Crown  8vo, 
half-bound,  12s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

Dramatists,  The  Old.  Cr.  8vo, 

cl. ex. .Vignette  Portraits,  6s.  perVol, 
Ben  Jonson’s  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio¬ 
graphical  Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.  3  Vols'. 
Chapman’s  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtful 
ones;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations, with  Introductory  Essay  j 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne;  Vol. III., Trans-  | 
lations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 


Dramatists,  The  Old,  continued*-* 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Vignette  Por¬ 
traits,  6s.  per  Volume. 
Marlowe’s  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning¬ 
ham.  One  Vol. 

Massinger’s  Plays.  From  the  Text  of 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.  One  Vol. 

Dyer.  —  The  Folk-Lore  of 

Plants.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 
Dyer,  M.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

Early  English  Poets.  Edited, 
with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 
Fletcher’s  (Giles,  B.D.)  Complete 
Poems.  One  Vol. 

Davies’  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.  Two  Vols. 
Herrick’s  (Robert)  Complete  Col¬ 
lected  Poems.  Three  Vols. 
Sidney’s  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.  _Three  Vols. 

Herbert(Lord)ofCherbury’s  Poems. 
Edit.,  with  Introd.,  by  J.  Churton 
Collins.  Cr.  8vo,  parchment,  8s. 

Edgcumbe.  —  Zephyrus  :  A 

Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River 

Plate.  By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe. 
With  41  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s. 

Edwardes (Mrs.  A.),  Novels  by: 

A  Point  of  Honour.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Archie  Lovell.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.J3d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Eggleston.— RoxyTA  Novel.  By 

Edward  Eggleston.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

Emanuel. — On  Diamonds  and 

PreciousStones:  their  History, Value, 
and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 

Ewald  (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A. ), 

Works  by: 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre¬ 
tender.  From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Stories  from  the  State  Papers. 
With  an  Autotype  Facsimile.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Studies  Re-studied:  Historical 
Sketches  from  Original  Sources, 
Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  128. 
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Eyes,  Our1:  How  to  Preserve 

Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.,  &c.  Sixth 
Edition  (Eleventh  Thousand).  With 
58  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is. 

Fairholt. — Tobacco:  Its  His¬ 
tory  and  Associations ;  with  an  Ac¬ 
count  of  the  Plant  and  its  Manu¬ 
facture,  and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all 
Ages  and  Countries.  By  F.  W.  Fair- 
holt,  F.S.A.  With  upwards  of  100 
Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Short  Sayings  of 

Great  Men.  By  Samuel  Arthur 
Bent,  A.M.  Fifth  Edition,  Revised 
and  Enlarged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 
The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle: 
Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 

On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 
and  their  Relations  to  each  other : 
Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Axdience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Far  per  (James  Anson),  Works 

by: 

Military  Manners  and  Customs. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

War:  Three  Essays,  Reprinted  from 
“  Military  Manners.”  Crown  8vo, 
Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. _ 

Fin- bee. —  The  Cupboard 
Papers  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bec.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art 

of  Making;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist’s 
Treasury.  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
267  Illustrations.  A  New  Edition,  Re¬ 
vised  throughout  and  greatly  Enlarged. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by  : 

The  Recreations  of  a  Literary  Man; 
or,  Does  Writing  Pay?  With  Re¬ 
collections  of  some  Literary  Men, 
and  a  View  of  a  Literary  Man’s 
Working  Life.  Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

A  Day’s  Tour:  A  Journey  through 
France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches 
in  facsimile  of  the  Original  Draw¬ 
ings.  Crown  4to  picture  cover,  Is. 


Fitzgerald  (Percy),  continued — 

Fatal  Zero:  A  Homburg  Diary.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  |  Never  Forgotten 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Lady  of  Brantome. _ 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Com¬ 
plete  Poems :  Christ’s  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ’s  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ’s  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro¬ 
duction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy  Lucre  :  A 

Novel.  By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  23. 


Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  2s  each. 


One  by  One. 
Queen  Cophetua. 


A  Real  Queen. 


Olympia.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
Esther’s  Glove.  Fcap.  8vo,  Is. 


Frederic.  —  Seth’s  Brother's 


Wife:  A  Novel.  By  Harold  Frederic. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

French  Literature,  History  of 

By  Henry  Van  Laun.  Complete  in 
3  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds..  7s.  6d.  each. 

Frere.— Pandurang  Hari  ;  or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  H.  Bartle  Frere,  G.C.S.I.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Friswell. —  Orieof  Two:  A  Novel. 

By  Main  Friswell.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs. 

Fry’s  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide 

to  the  London  Charities,  1887-8. 

Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Founda¬ 
tion, Objects,  Income, Officials,  &c.  Pub¬ 
lished  Annually.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Gardening  Books: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
A  Year’s  Work  in  Garden  and  Green¬ 
house  :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of 
the  Flower, Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden  :  The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them, 
By  Tom  Jerrold, 
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Gardening  Books,  continued — 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Jane 
Jerrold.  Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 
there.  By  F.  G  Heath.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Garrett. — The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Cr.  8vo, 

cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 


Gentleman’s  Magazine  (The). 

One  Shilling  Monthly.  In  addition  to 
the  Articles  upon  subjects  in  Litera¬ 
ture,  Science,  and  Art,  for  which  this 
Magazine  has  so  high  a  reputation, 
“  Science  Notes,”  by  W.  Mattieu 
Williams, F.R.  A. S.,and  “T able  Talk,” 
by  Sylvanus  Urban,  appear  monthly. 
*** Now  ready ,  the  Volume  for  July  to 
December,  1887,  cloth  extra,  price  8s. 6d. 
Cases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 


Gentleman’s  Annual  (The)  for 

1887.  Consisting  of  one  entire  Novel, 
entitled  The  Golden  Hoop:  An  After- 
Marriage  Interlude.  By  T.W.  Speight, 
Author  of  “The  Mysteries  of  Heron 
Dyke.”  Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

[A'oz;.  10. 


German  Popular  Stories.  Col¬ 
lected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  an  1 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
xvithan  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 


Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Robin  Gray. 

What  will  the 
World  Say  ? 

In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the 
Meadow. 

The  Flower  of  the 
Forest. 


Braes  of  Yarrow. 
A  Heart’s  Prob¬ 
lem. 

The  GoldenShaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 

For  the  King.  |  In  PasturesGreen. 
In  Love  and  War. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

Heart’s  Delight.  [Preparing. 

Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each 
Dr.  Austin’s  Guests. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke,  Costermonger. 


Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays 

by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
|  itself,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  —  The 
Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Ga¬ 
latea  —  Charity  —  The  Princess  —  The 
Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  contains — Bro¬ 
ken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan’l  Druce — Tom  Cobb — 
H.M.S.  Pinafore — The  Sorcerer — The 

Pirates  of  Penzance. 

- - — — — — - 

Eight  Original  Comic  Operas.  Writ¬ 
ten  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  “Pinafore” 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance — Iolanthe 
—  Patience  —  Princess  Ida  —  The 
Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Glenny. — A  Year’s  Work  in 

Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny.  Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Godwin. — Lives  of  the  Necro¬ 
mancers.  By  William  Godwin. 
Post  8vo,  limn.  2s. 

Golden  Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 

Bayard  Taylor’s  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett’s  (Dr.  W.  C.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett’s  (Dr.)  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Byron’s  Don  Juan. 

Godwin’s  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmess  Autocrat  of  the  Break¬ 
fast  Table.  Introduction  by  Sala. 
Holmes's  Professor  at  the  Break¬ 
fast  Table. 

Hood’s  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com¬ 
plete.  All  the  original  Illustrations. 
Irving’s  (Washington)  Tales  of  a 
T  ravel  ler. 

Jesse’s  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc¬ 
cupations  of  a  Country  Life. 
Lamb’s  Essays  of  Elia.  Both  Series 
Complete  in  OneVol. 

Leigh  Hunt’s  Essays:  A  Tale  for  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 

Mallory’s  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d’Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  Mcht- 
gomerie  Ranking. 
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Golden  Library,  The,  continued— 
Square  i6mo,  2s.  per  Volume. 
Pascal’s  Provincial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
ductionand  Notes,byT.M’CRiE,D.D, 
Pope’s  Poetical  Works.  Complete. 
Rochefoucauld’s  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In¬ 
troductory  Essay  by  Saintk-Bkuve. 
St.  Pierre’s  Paul  and  Virginia,  and 
The  Indian  Cottage.  Edited, with 
Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The  :  An  Encyclopaedia  of  Quota¬ 
tions  from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
T heodore  Taylor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Graham.  —  The  Professor's 

Wife  :  A  Story.  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Leap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the,  Described  from  Antique  Monu¬ 
ments.  By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Koner.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  Hueffer.  545  Illusts.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edit.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6&. 

Greenaway  (Kate)  and  Bret 
Harte. — The  Queen  of  the  Pirate 
Isle.  By  Bret  Harte.  With  25 
original  Drawings  by  Kate  Green¬ 
away,  Reproduced  in  Colours  by  E. 
Evans.  Sm.  410,  bds.,  5s. 

Greenwood  (James), Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Wilds  of  London. 

Low-Life  Deeps:  An  Account  ot  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 

Dick  Temple:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Guyot. — The  Earth  and  Man; 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  relation 
to  the  History  of  Mankind.  By 
Arnold  Guyot.  With  Additions  by 
Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce,  and  Gray; 
12  Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steel, 
some  Coloured,  and  copious  Index. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  4s.  6d. 

Habberton  (John),  Author  of 

“  Helen's  Babies,”  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 

cloth  limp.  2s.  6d.  each. 

Brueton's  Bayou. 

Country  Luck. _ 

Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 

Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
Pjncus.  Crown  8vo,  Is,;  cloth,  Is.  6cL 


Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon), 

Poems  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

New  Symbols. 

Legends  of  the  Morrow. 

The  Serpent  Play. 

Maiden  Ecstasy.  Small  4to,  cloth 
extra,  8s. 

Hall. — Sketches  of  Irish  Cha¬ 
racter.  By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  illustrations  on  Steel  and 
Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Halliday. — Every-day  Papers. 

By  Andrew  Halliday.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy 

of.  With  over  100  Facsimiles  and  Ex¬ 
planatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de 
Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  c.1.  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Hanky-Panky:  A  Collection  of 
Very  EasyTricks.Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
Illusts.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra  6d. 

Hardy  (Lady  Duffus). —  Paul 

Wynter's  Sacrifice:  A  Story.  By 
Lady  Duffus  Hardy.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

Hardy  (Thomas). —  Under  the 
Greenwood  T ree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  “  Far  from  the  Madding 
I  Crowd.”  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

Harwood. — The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.  Post  Svo 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.), Works  by: 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  Svo,  illustrated 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Illusts.Ss. 

'  The  Art  of  Decoration.  Square  Svo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely 
Illustrated,  10s.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts.  New 
Edition,  small  qto,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.). — American 

Humorists:  Washington  Irving, 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  James 
Russell  Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.  By 
Rev,  H,  R,  Haweis,  M.A,  Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
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Hawthorne. — Tangle  wood 

Tales  for  Girls  and  Boys.  By 
Nathaniel  Hawthorne.  With  nu¬ 
merous  hue  Illustrations  by  G.  Whar¬ 
ton  Edwards.  Large  4to,  clotb  extra, 

10s.  61. 


Hawthorne(Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  61.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Garth  I  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.  |  Dust. 

Prince  Saroni’s  Wife. 

Fortune’s  Fool.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  61.  each. 
Miss  Cadogna. 

Love — or  a  Name. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough’s  Diamonds. 

Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover.  Is. 

Hays.— Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Heath  (F.  G.).  —  My  Garden 
Wild,  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
“  The  Fern  World,”  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  cl.  gilt,  gilt  edges.  6s. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  61.  each. 
Animals  and  their  Masters. 

Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Biron:  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  61.;  post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Herman. — One  Traveller  Re¬ 
turns:  A  Romance.  By  Henry  Her¬ 
man  and  D.  Christie  Murray.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Herrick’s  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col¬ 
lected  Poetns.  With  Memorial-Intro¬ 
duction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  18s. 

Hesse- Wartegg  (Chevalier 
Ernst  von),  Works  by  : 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

The  New  South-West:  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  ioo  fine  Illustrations  and  Three 
Maps.  Pemy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
K§,  r/rt  preparation, 


Herbert.— The  Poems  of  Lord 

Herbert  of  Cherbury.  Edited,  with 
Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collins. 
Crown  8vo,  bound  in  parchment,  8s. 

Hindley  (Charles),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings  :  In¬ 
cluding  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

Hoey. — The  Lover’s  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  With  Frontis¬ 
piece  by  P.  Macnab.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards.  23. 

Holmes  (O.  Wendell),  Works  by : 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. — Another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
Sala.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table  ;  with  the  Story  of  Iris.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Holmes.  —  The  Science  of 

Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser¬ 
vation:  A  Popular  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hood  (Thomas): 

Hood’s  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  ot  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Hood’s  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com¬ 
plete.  With  all  the  original  Illus¬ 
trations.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Hood  (Tom),  Works  by: 

From  Nowhere  to  the  North  Pole: 

A  Noah’s  Arkaeological  Narrative. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brun- 
ton  and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square 
crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  63. 
A  Golden  Heart:  A  Novel.  Post8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hook’s  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu¬ 
morous  Works,  including  his  Ludi¬ 
crous  Adventures, Bons  Mots,  Puns  and 
Hoaxes.  With  a  New  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Hooper. — The  House  of  Raby : 

A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  Hooper, 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 
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Hopkins — “’Twixt  Love  and 

Duty:”  A  Novel.  By  Tighe  Hopkins. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo 
illustrated  Doards,  2S. _ 

Horne. — Orion  :  An  Epic  Poem, 
in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hen- 
gist  Horne.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum¬ 
mers.  Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s. 

Howell. — Conflicts  of  Capital 

and  Labour,  Historically  and  Eco¬ 
nomically  considered :  Being  a  His¬ 
tory  and  Review  of  the  Trade  Unions 
of  Great  Britain.  By  Geo.  Howell 
M.P.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Thornlcroft’s  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

That  other*  Person. _ 

Hunt. — Essays  by  Leigh  HuntT 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait  and  In¬ 
troduction  by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. _ 

Hydrophobia:  an  Account  of  M. 

Pasteur’s  System.  Containing  a 
Translation  of  all  his  Communications 
on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of.his 
Method,  and  the  latest  Statistical 
Results.  By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B., 
C.M.  Edin.,  and  M.D.  Paris,  Commis¬ 
sioned  by  the  Government  of  the 
Colony  of  Mauritius  to  study  M. 
Pasteur's  new  Treatment  in  Paris. 
With  7  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. _ 

Indoor  Paupers.  By  One  of 

Them.  Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Ingeiow.— Fated  to  be  Free  :  A 

Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. _ 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Per¬ 
ceval  Graves.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. _ _ 

Irving — Tales  of  a  Traveller. 

By  Washington  Irving.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s. _ 

Janvier. — Practical  Keramics 
for  Students.  By  Catherine  A. 
Janvier.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s, 

Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  qach. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 


Jefferies  (Richard),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63.  each. 

The  Life  of  the  Fields. 

The  Open  Air 

Nature  near  London.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.;  post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Jennings  (H.  J.),  Works  by: 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson:  A  Biographical 
Sketch.  With  a  Photograph-Por¬ 
trait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  Illustrated. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden:  The  Plants 
we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

Jesse. — Scenes  and  Occupa¬ 

tions  of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edward 

Jesse.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Jeux  d’Esprit.  Collected  and 

Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  Post8vo, 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Jones  (Wm.,  F.S.A.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Finger-Ring  Lore:  Historical,  Le¬ 
gendary,  and  Anecdotal.  With  over 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present;  in¬ 
cluding  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans, Word  and  Letter  Divina¬ 
tion  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 

Crowns  and  Coronations :  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun¬ 
tries.  With  One  Hundred  Illus¬ 
trations. 


Jonson’s  (Ben)  Works,  With 

Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun¬ 
ningham.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  18s. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Josephus,TheCompleteWork8 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con¬ 
taining  both  “  The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews”  and  “The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 
Two  Vols.,  8vo,  with  52  Illustrations 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14s. 

Kempt. — Pencil  and  Palette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
Kempt.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d, 
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Kershaw. — Colonial  Facts  and 

Fictions:  Humorous  Sketches.  By 
Mark  Kershaw.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

“The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

Kingsley  (Henry),  Novels  by  : 

Oakshott  Castlo  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2S. 

Number  Seventeen.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Knight. —  The  Patient’s  Vade 

Mecum :  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is.  ; 
cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Lamb  (Charles) : 

Lamb’s  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori¬ 
ginal  Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  Page  of  the  “Essay  on 
Roast  Pig.”  Cr.Svo, cl. extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Essays  of  Elia.  Complete  Edi¬ 
tion.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s. 
Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care¬ 
fully  reprinted  from  unique  copies. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac¬ 
ters.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz¬ 
gerald.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lane’s  Arabian  Nights,  &c.  : 

The  Thousand  and  One  Nights: 

commonly  called,  in  England,  “  The 
Arabian  Nights’  Entertain¬ 
ments.”  A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic,  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols., 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Arabian  Society  in  the  Middle  Ages: 
Studies  from  “The  Thousand  and 
One  Nights.”  By  Edward  William 
Lane,  Author  of  “The  Modern 
Egyptians,”  &c.  Edited  by  Stanley 
Lane-Poole.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Lares  and  Penates ;  or,  The 

Background  of  Life.  By  Florence 
Caddy,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by: 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 

With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes. 


Life  in  London  ;  or,  The  History 
of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruik- 
shank’s  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after 
the  Originals.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d.  _ * _ 

Linskill. — In  Exchange  for  a 

Soul.  By  Mary  Linskill,  Author  of 
“The  Haven  Under  the  Hill,”  &c. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories. 

The  True  Story  of  Joshua  Davidson 
Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 3s.  6d.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord? 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

“  My  Love !  ”  J  lone. 

Paston  Carew,  Millionaire  and 
Miser.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


Longfellow’s  Poetical  Works. 

Carefully  Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illustra¬ 
tions  on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A  Medical, 

Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in 
Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Lucy.— Gideon  Fleyce:  A  Novel. 

By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Lusiad  (The)  of  Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  8vo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  cloth  boards,  183. 
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Macalpine.  —  Teresa  Itasca, 

and  other  Stories.  By  Avery  Mac¬ 
alpine.  Crown  8vo,  bound  in  canvas, 
2s.  6d. 


McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.), Works 

by  : 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 
the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Four 
Vols.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 
Four  Vols.  cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s.  each. 
—And  a  Jubilee  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of 
1886,  complete  in  Two  Vols.,  square 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 
One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Four 
Vols.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each.  [Vol.  I.  now  ready. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

Donna  Quixote. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camiola :  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune, 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Linley  Rochford. 

My  Enemy’s  Daughter. 

“The  Right  Honourable:”  A  Ro¬ 
mance  of  Society  and  Politics.  By 
Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs. 
Campbell-Praed.  Newand  Cheaper 
Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


McCarthy  (Justin  H.,  M.P.), 

Works  by: 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland, 
from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre¬ 
sent  Day.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Ireland  since  the  Union:  Sketches 
of  Irish  History  from  1798  to  1886. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Case  for  Home  Rule.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

England  under  Gladstone,  1880-85. 
Second  Edition,  revised.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Doom  !  An  Atlantic  Episode.  Crown 
8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited  by 
Justin  H.  McCarthy.  Crown  8vo, 
Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hafiz  In  London.  Choicely  printed. 
Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
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MacDonald. — Works  of  Fancy 
and  Imagination.  By  George  Mac¬ 
donald,  LL.D.  Ten  Volumes,  in 
handsome  cloth  case,  21s.  Vol.  1. 
Within  and  Without.  The  Hidden 
Life. —  Vol.  2.  The  Disciple.  The 
Gospel  Women.  A  Book  of  Sonnets, 
Organ  Songs. — Vol.  3.  Violin  Songs. 
Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. 
A  Book  of  Dreams.  Roadside  Poems. 
Poems  for  Children.  Vol.  4.  Para¬ 
bles.  Ballads.  Scotch  Songs. — 
Vols.  5  and  6.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie 
Romance. — Vol.  7.  The  Portent. — 
Vol.  8.  The  Light  Princess.  The 
Giant’s  Heart.  Shadows. —  Vol.  9. 
Cross  Purposes.  The  Golden  Key. 
The  Carasoyn.  Little  Daylight. — 
Vol.  10.  The  Cruel  Painter.  The 
Wow  o’  Rivven.  The  Castle.  The 
Broken  Swords.  The  Gray  Wolf. 
Uncle  Cornelius. 

The  Volumes  are  also  sold  separately 
in  Grolier-pattern  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Macdonell. — Quaker  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  posl 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macgregor.  —  Pastimes  and 
Players.  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Mackay. — Interludes  and  Un¬ 
dertones  ;  or,  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. _ 

Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 

of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters; 
with  Memoirs — Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illus¬ 
trative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  85  Por¬ 
traits  printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 
Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d.  each. 
In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor¬ 
mandy  and  Brittany.  With  numer¬ 
ous  Illusts.  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid 
About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Through  Normandy.  With  90  Illus¬ 
trations  byT.  R.  Macquoid. 
Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 

Lost  Rose. 
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Magician’s  Own  Book  (The'): 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Magic  Lantern  (The),  and  its 

Management:  including  full  Prac¬ 
tical  Directions  for  producing  the 
Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and 
preparing  Lantern  Slides.  By  T.  C. 
Hepworth.  With  io  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6<L _ 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Fac¬ 
simile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper, 
3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  5s. 

Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by: 

The  New  Republic;  or, Culture,  Faith 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  New  Paul  and  Virginia ;  or,  Posi¬ 
tivism  on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Poems.  Small  4to,  in  parchment,  8s. 
Is  Life  worth  Living?  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  63, _ 

Mallory’s  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d’Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie  Ranking. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. _ 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 
Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 
the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Innocents  Abroad  ;  or,  The  New 
Pilgrim’s  Progress :  Being  some  Ac¬ 
count  of  the  Steamship  “  Quaker 
City’s  ”  Pleasure  Excursion  to 
Europe  and  the  Holy  Land.  With 
234  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. — Cheap  Edition  (under 
the  title  of“  Mark  Twain’s  Pleasure 
Trip  ”),post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
Roughing  It,  and  The  Innocents  at 
Home.  With  200  Illustrations  by  F. 
A.  Fraser.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 
The  Gilded  Age.  By  Mark  Twain 
and  Charles  Dudley  Warner. 
With  212  Illustrations  by  T.  Coppin 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer 
With  hi  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. — Cheap  Edition^ 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.  With 
nearly  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Mark  Twain’s  Works,  continued — 

A  Tramp  Abroad  With  314  Illusts. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. — Cheap 
Edition,  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi.  With  about 
300  Original  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. — Cheap  Edi¬ 
tion,  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 
Finn.  With  174  Illustrations  by 
E.  W.  Kemble.  Crown  8vo,  clotn 
extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edition,  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Mark  Twain’s  Library  of  Humour. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd.  [. Preparing ■ 

Marlowe’s  Works.  Including 

his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cun- 
ningham.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s, 

Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Open!  Sesame!  |  Written  in  Fire. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 

A  Little  Stepson. 

Fighting  the  Air. _ 

Massinger’s  Plays.  From  the 
Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  68^ _ 

Masterman. — Half  a  Dozen 

Daughters:  A  Novel.  By  J.  Master- 
man.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Matthews. — A  Secret  of  the 

Sea,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s  ;  cloth, 
2s.  6d. _ 

Mayfair  Library,  The: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By 
Xavier  de  Maistre.  Translated 
by  Henry  Attwell. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.  Selected  by 
W.  Davenport  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  “The  Times,” 
from  1800  to  1870.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 
Abridgment  of  “Burton’s  Anatomy 
of  Melancholy.” 

Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By 

Brillat-Savarin 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.  By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentrici¬ 
ties.  Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 
Dobson. 
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Mayfair  Library,  continued — 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  61.  per  Vol. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.  By  Fin-Bec. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert, 
First  Series.  Containing :  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea —  Charity  —  The  Princess — 
The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert 
Second  Series.  Containing :  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen— Dan’l  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  —  The  Sorcerer 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir 

Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.  By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  Henry 
J.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table 
By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  Il¬ 
lustrated  by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 

Pencil  and  Palette.  By  Robert 
Kempt. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac¬ 
ters.  By  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 
his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Forensic  Anecdotes;  or,  Humour  and 
Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  ot 
Law.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob 
Larwood. 

Jeux  d’Esprlt.  Edited  by  Henry  S. 
Leigh. 

True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson. 
By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Witch  Stories.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women.  By 
E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Pastimes  and  Players.  By  Robert 
Macgregor. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia.  By 
W.  H.  Mallock. 

New  Republic.  By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.Cholmonde- 
ley-Pennell. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  Chol- 
mondeley-Pennell.  Illustrated  by 
George  Du  Maurier. 

Muses  of  Mayfair.  Edited  by  H. 
Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims.  By 
H.  A.  Page. 

Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 

More  Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh 
Rowley. 

The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 
Don  Felix  de  Salamanca. 

By  Stream  and  Sea.  By  William 
Senior. 

Old  Stories  Re-told.  By  Walter 

Thornbury. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist’s  Note- 
Book.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson, 


Mayhew. — Lo  idon  Characters 

and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  By  Henry  Mayhew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Medicine,  Family.— One  Thou¬ 
sand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.C.P.  Lond.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

Merry  Circle  (The) :  A  Book  of 
New  Intellectual  Games  and  Amuse¬ 
ments.  By  Clara  Bellew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Mexican  Mustang  (On  a), 

through  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the 
Rio  Grande.  A  New  Book  of  Ameri¬ 
can  Humour.  By  Alex.  E.  Sweet  and 
J.  Armoy  Knox,  Editors  of  “  Texas 
Siftings  ”  With  265  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  2s.  each. 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

Miller.  —  Physiology  for  the 
Young;  or,  The  House  of  Life:  Hu¬ 
man  Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  For 
Classes  and  Popular  Reading.  With 
numerous  Illusts.  By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick 
Miller.  Small  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Tvl i Iton  (J.  L.),  Works  by: 

Sm.  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  ex.,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.  A  Concise 
Set  of  Rules  for  the  Management  of 
the  Skin;  with  Directions  for  Diet, 
Wines.  Soaps,  Baths,  &c. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 
The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 
to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Molesworth  (Mrs.). — Hather- 
court  Rectory.  By  Mrs.  Moles¬ 
worth,  Author  of  “The  Cuckoo 
Clock,”  &c.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  4s.  6d. 

MoncriefF.  —  The  Abdication; 

or,  Time  Tries  All.  An  Historical 
Drama.  By  W.  D.  Scott-Moncrieff. 
With  Seven  Etchings  by  John  Pettie, 
R.A.,  W.  Q.  Orchardson,  R.A.,  J. 
MacWhirter,  A.R-A.,Colin  Hunter, 
A.R.A.,  R.  Macbeth,  A. R. A. ,  and  Tom 
Graham,  R.S.A.  Large  4to,  bound  in 
buckram,  21s. 

Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo, cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Life’s  Atonement.  |  A  Model  Father 
Joseph’s  Coat.  j  Coals  of  Fire. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

Val  Strange.  |  Hearts. 
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Murray  (D.  C.),  continued — 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortu^m. _ 

Old  Blazer’s  Hero.  With  Three  Illus¬ 
trations  by  A.  McCormick.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  By  D. 

Christie  Murray  and  Henry  Her- 
_ man.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

North  Italian  Folk.  By  Mrs. 
Comyns  Carr.  Illust.  by  Randolph 
Caldecott.  Sq.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

Novelists. —  Haif-Hours  with 


the  Best  Novelists  of  the  Century  : 

Choice  Readings  from  the  finest  Novels. 
Rdited,  with  Critical  and  Biographical 
Notes,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell. 
Crown  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.  [Preparing . 

Nursery  Hints^i  A  Mother’s 

Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies, L.R.C.P.  Cr.8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  ls.Gd. 

O’Connor. — LordBeaconsfield: 


A  Biography.  ByT.  P. O’Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface, 
bringing  the  work  down  to  the  Death 
of  Lord  Beaconsfield.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

O’Hanlon.  —  The  Unforeseen: 

A  Novel.  By  Alice  O’Hanlon.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 


Oliphant  (Mrs.)  Novels  by: 

Whiteladies.  With  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

O’Keilly. —  Phoebe's  Fortunes  : 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 

Tuck.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O  Shaughnessy  (A.),  Works  by  : 

Songs  of  a  Worker.  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Music  and  Moonlight.  Fcap.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Lays  of  France.  Cr.8vo,  cl.  ex.,10s.  6d. 


Ouida,  Novels  by.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chariaos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 
Cecil  Cast  le- 
maine’s  Gage. 
Idalia. 


Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

T  woLittleWoodera 

Shoes. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 


Ouida,  continued — 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Signa.  |  Ariadne. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Friendship. 

Moths.  |  Bimbi. 

Pipistrello. 

In  M are m m  a . _ 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and 
from  the  Works 


A  Village  Com¬ 
mune. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes.  [ine. 
Princess  Naprax- 
Othmar. 

Pathos,  selected 
of  Ouida  by  F. 


Sydney  Morris.  Sm.cr.8vo,cl.ex.,5s. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 


Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims :  A  Study. 

With  Portrait.  Post  8vo,c1.1imp,2s.6d. 
Lights  on  the  Way :  Some  Tales  with¬ 
in  a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex¬ 
ander,  B.  A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Animal  Anecdotes.  Arranged  on  a 
New  Principle.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  5s. 


Parliamentary  Elections  and 
Electioneering  in  the  Old  Days  (A 
History  of).  Showing  the  State  cf 
Political  Parties  and  Party  Warfare  at 
the  Hustings  and  in  the  House  of 
Commons  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen 
Victoria.  Illustrated  from  the  original 
Political  Squibs,  Lampoons,  Pictorial 
Satires,  and  Popular  Caricatures  of 
the  Time.  By  Joseph  Grego,  Author 
of  “  Rowlandson  and  his  Works,” 
‘‘The  Life  of  Gillray,”  &c.  A  New 
Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  ioo  Illus¬ 
trations,  7s.  6d.  [ Preparing . 

Pascal’s  Provincial  Letters.  A 


New  Translation,  with  Historical  In¬ 
troduction  and  Notes,  by  T.  M’Crie, 

D. D.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2S. 

Patient’s  (The)  Vade  Mecum: 

How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medical 
Advice.  By  W.  Knight,  M.R.C. S.,and 

E.  Knight, L.R.C.P.  Cr.Svo,  Is.; cl.  1/6. 

Paul  Ferroll  : 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Paul  Ferroll:  A  Novel. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 


Payn  (James),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter’s  Word. 

Less  Black  than  we’re  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  |  High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only.  |  From  Exile 
The  Canon’s  Ward. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
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Payn  (James),  continued — 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.each. 
Kit:  A  Memory.  |  Carlyon’s  Year. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Bentinck’s  T utor.l  Murphy’s  Master. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 

Fallen  Fortunes.  Halves. 

A  County  Family.  At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman’s  Vengeance. 

Cecil’s  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  ClyfTe. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

The  Foster  Brothers. |  Found  Dead. 
Gwendoline’s  Harvest. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Mirk  Abbey.  |  Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

In  Peril  and  Privation:  Stories  of 
Marine  Adventure  Re-told.  A  Book 
for  Boys.  With  numerous  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
Holiday  Tasks  :  Being  Essays  written 
in  Vacation  Time.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Glow-worm  Tales.  Cheaper  Edition, 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Planche  (J.  R.),  Works  by: 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ;  or,  Her¬ 
aldry  Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus¬ 
trations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  b's. 

Plutarch’s  Lives  of  Illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  Two  Vols., 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  10s  6d. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan): — 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac¬ 
similes.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  and 
other  Stories.  Post  8vo,  illust.bas.,2s. 

Pope’s  Poetical  Works.  Com¬ 
plete  in  One  Vol.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Paul.— Gentle  and  Simple.  By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards.  2s. 

Praecl  (Mrs. Campbell-) _ “The 

Right  Honourable:”  A  Romance  of 
Society  and  Politics.  By  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell-Pra-d  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Pears. — The  Present  Depres¬ 
sion  in  Trade:  Its  Causes  and  Reme¬ 
dies.  Being  the  “  Pears”  Prize  Essays 
(of  One  Hundred  Guineas).  By  Edwin 
Goadby  and  William  Watt.  With 
an  Introductory  Paper  by  Prof.  Leone 
Levi,  F.S.A.,  F.S.S.  Demy  8vo,  Is. 

Pennell  (H.  Cholmondeley), 
Works  by : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  With  Illustrations. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  full- 
page  Illusts.  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfair.  Vers  de 
Societe,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
Beyond  the  Gates.  By  the  Author 
of  “The  Gates  Ajar.” 

An  Old  Maid’s  Paradise. 

Burglars  in  Paradise. 

Jack  the  Fisherman.  With  Twenty- 
two  Illustrations  by  C.  W.  Reed. 
Cr.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cl.  Is.  6d. 

Pirkis  (C.  L.),  Novels  by: 

Trooping  with  Crows.  Fcap.  8vo, 
picture  cover,  Is. 

Lady  Lovelace.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  [ Preparing , 

Price  (E.  C.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Valentina.  |  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster’s  Rival. 

Gerald.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Princess  Olga— Radna ;  or,  The 

Great  Conspiracy  of  18S1.  By  the 

Princess  Olga.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Proctor  (Richd.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw¬ 
ings  of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

The  Great  Pyramid  :  Observatory, 
Tomb,  and  Temple.  With  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.  Crown  8vo,  Is.  6d. 
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Rabelais’  Works.  Faithfully 

Translated  from  the  French,  with 
variorum  Notes,  and  numerous  charac¬ 
teristic  Illustrations  by  Gustave 
Dor6.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6(1. 


Rambosson.— Popular  Astro¬ 
nomy.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of 
the  Institute  of  France.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 
numerous  Illusts.,  and  a  beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  Spectra,  7s.  6(1. 


Reade  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated, 3s.6d. 
each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

Peg  Woffington.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
Fildes,  A.  R.A. 

Christie  Johnstone.  Illustrated  by 
William  Small. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.  Il¬ 
lustrated  by  G.  J.  Pin  well. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 
run  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Helen 
Paterson. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
of  allTrades;  and  James  Lambert. 
Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 

Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.  Il¬ 
lustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

The  Double  Marriage.  Illust.  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert,  R.A. ,  and  C.  Keene. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Il¬ 
lustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 

Hard  Cash.  Illust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
Fildes,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 

Foul  Play.  Illust.  by  Du  Maurier. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place.  Illus¬ 
trated  by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.  Illustrated 
by  Edw,  HuGHEsand  A.  W.  Cooper. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Illustrated  by 
H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A.R.A., 
C.  Grf.en  and  H.  Woods,  A. R.A. 

A  Simpleton.  Illustrated  by  Kate 
Crauford.  [Couldery. 

A  Woman-Hater.  Illust.  by  Thos. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface:  A 
Matter-of-fact  Romance.  Illustrated 
by  P.  Macnab. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals.  Illustrated  byE.  A.  Abbey, 
Percy  Macquoid,  and  Joseph  Nash. 

The  Jilt,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  Joseph  Nash. 

Readiana.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait 
of  Charles  Reade. 


Reader’s  Handbook  (The)  of 

Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer. 
Fifth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7§.  6d. 


Red  Spider:  A  Romance.  By 

the  Author  of  “John  Herring, ’’  &c. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3a  6d. 

Rice  (Portrait  of  James). — 

Specially  etched  by  Daniel  A.  Wehr- 
schmidt  for  the  New  Library  Edition 
of  BESANTand  Rice’s  Novels.  A  few 
Proofs  before  Letters  have  been  taken 
on  Japanese  paper,  size  islxioin. 
Price  5s  each. . 

Richardson.  —  A  Ministry  of 

Health,  and  other  Papers.  By  Ben¬ 
jamin  Ward  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Her  Mother’s  Darling. 

The  Prince  of  Wales’s  Garden  Party. 

Weird  Stories. _ 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 

Fairy  Water. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by : 

Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  10s.6d.  each. 
Our  Old  Country  Towns.  With  over 

50  Illustrations. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

With  50  Illustrations. 

About  England  with  Dickens.  With 
58  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmer 
andC.  A.  Vanderhoof. 

Robinson  Crusoe:  A  beautiful 
reproduction  of  Major’s  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates  by 
George  Cruikshank,  choicely  printea. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Poets’  Birds. 

The  Poets’  Beasts. 

The  Poets  and  Nature:  Reptiles, 
Fishes,  and  Insects.  [ Preparing . 

Rochefoucauld’s  Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
J3euve.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The;  or, 

A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil¬ 
liam  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.  Handsomely  printed,  6s. 
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Rowley  (Hen.  Hugh),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d  each. 
Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.  With 
numerous  Illustrations. 

_ More  Puniana.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 

cloth  limp,  2s  6d  each. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 

Grace  Balmaign’s  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Works  byT 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire. 

On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

The  Frozen  Pirate,  the  New  Serial 
Novel  by  W.  Clark  Russell, Author 
of  “The  Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor 
began  in  “  Belgravia  ”  for  July,  and 
will  be  continued  till  January  next. 
One  Shilling,  Monthly.  Illustrated. 

Sala. — Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  George  Augustus  Sala.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Sanson. — Seven  Generations 

of  Executioners:  Memoirs  of  the 
Sanson  Family  (16S8  to  1847).  Edited 
byHENRYSANso.N.  Cr.Svo, cl. ex. 3s  6d. 

Saunders  (John),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel 

Guy  Waterman.  |  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

One  Against  the  World.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 

by.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Joan  Merryweather. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 

Heart  Salvage.  I  Sebastian. 
Gideon’s  Rock.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Science  Gossip:  An  Illustrated 
Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  J.  K. 
Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geo¬ 
logy,  Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry, 
Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Phy¬ 
siography,  &c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or 
6s.  per  year,  post  free.  Vols.  I .  to 
XIV.  may  be  had  at  7s.  6d.  each  ;  and 
Vols.  XV.  to  XXIII.  (1887),  at  5s.  each. 
Cases  for  Binding,  is.  6d.  each. 


“Secret  Out”  Series,  The: 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Illusts.,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Secret  Out:  One  Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Re¬ 
creations;  with  Entertaming  Experi¬ 
ments  in  Drawing-room  or  “  White 
Magic.”  By  W.  H.Cremer.  3oolllusts. 

The  Art  of  Amusing :  A  Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzzles, 
and  Charades  By  Frank  Bellew, 
With  300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky:  Very  Easy  Tricks 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations. 

The  Merry  Circle:  A  Book  of  New 
Intellectual  Games  and  Amusements. 
By  Clara  Bellew.  Many  Illusts. 

Magician’s  Own  Book:  Performances 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats, 
Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  Iroin  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre¬ 
mer.  200  Illustrations. 

Senior. — By  Stream  and  Sea. 

By  W. Senior.  Post  8vo,cl.limp,  2s. 6d. 

Seven  Sagas  (The)  of  Prehis¬ 
toric  Man.  By  James  H.  Stoddart, 

Author  of  “The  Village  Life.”  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Shakespeare : 

The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William  Shakespeare’s  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies. 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623. — A  Repro¬ 
duction  of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra¬ 
phic  process — ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  8vo, 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 

TheLansdowne  Shakespeare.  Beau¬ 
tifully  printed  in  red  and  black,  in 
small  but  very  clear  type.  With 
engraved  facsimile  of  Droeshout’s 
Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  Moyr  Smith.  Cr.  4to,  cl.  gilt,  6s. 

The  Handbook  of  Shakespeare 
Music.  Being  an  Account  of  350 
Pieces  of  Music,  set  to  Words  taken 
from  the  Plays  and  Poems  of  Shake¬ 
speare,  the  compositions  ranging 
from  the  Elizabethan  Age  to  the 
Present  Time.  By  Alfred  Roffe. 
4to,  half-Roxburghe,  7s. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  By  Alger¬ 
non  Charles  Swinburne.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s, 
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Shelley. — TheCompleteWorks 

in  Verse  and  Prose  of  Percy  Bysshe 

Shelley.  Edited,  Prefaced  and  Anno¬ 
tated  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd. 

Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards, 
3s.  6(1.  each. 

Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. 

Vol.  I.  An  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  The 
Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nichol¬ 
son  ;  Shelley's  Correspondence  with  Stock- 
dale  ;  The  Wandering  Jew  (the  only  complete 
version)  ;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes ; 
Alastor,  and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and 
Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonab,  &c. 

Vol.  II.  Laon  and  Cythna  (as  originally  pub¬ 
lished,  instead  of  the  emasculated  “Revolt 
of  Islam”) ;  The  Cenci  ;  Juhan  and  Maddalo 
(from  Shelley's  manuscript)  ;  Swellfoot  the 
Tyrant  (from  the  copy  in  the  Dyce  Library 
at  South  Remington);  The  Witch  of  Atlas; 
Epipsychidion;  Hellas. 

Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems,  published  by 
Mrs.  SHELLEY  in  1824  and  1839;  The  Masque 
of  Anarchy  (from  Shelley's  manuscript) ;  and 
other  Pieces  not  brought  together  in  the  ordi¬ 
nary  editions. 

Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols. 

Vol.  I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and 
St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pam¬ 
phlets  ;  A  Refutation  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to 
Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and 
Fragments. 

Vol.  II.  The  Essays;  Letters  from  Abroad; 
Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs. 
SHELLEY,  and  first  published  in  1840.  with 
the  addition  of  some  Minor  Pieces  of  great 
interest  and  rarity,  including  one  recently 
ois  overed  br  Professor  DOWDEN.  With  a 
Bibliography  of  Shelley  and  an  exhaustive 
Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

*#*  Also  a  Large-Paper  Edition,  to 
be  had  in  Sets  only,  at  52s.  6d.  for 
the  Five  Volumes. 


Sheridan : — 

Sheridan’s  Complete  Works,  with 
Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridaniana.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full- 
page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sheridan’s  Comedies:  The  Rivals, 
and  The  School  for  Scandal. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio¬ 
graphical  Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora¬ 
tive  Vignettes  and  iofull-page  1 11  lists. 
Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 


Sidney’s  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  ail  those  in 
“Arcadia.”  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  18g, 


Signboards:  Their  History. 
With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By 
Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
Hotten.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  100  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. _ 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by  : 

How  the  Poor  Live.  With  60  Illusts. 

by  Fred.  Barnard.  Large  4to,  Is. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

The  Ring  o’  Bells. 

Mary  Jane’s  Memoirs. _ _ 

Sister  Dora:  A  Biography.  By 
Margaret  Lonsdale.  Popular  Edi¬ 
tion,  Revised,  with  additional  Chap¬ 
ter,  a  New  Dedication  and  Preface, 
and  Four  Illustrations.  Sq.  8vo,  pic¬ 
ture  cover,  4d. ;  cloth,  6d. 

Sketchley.— A  Match  in  the 

Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Slang  Dictionary,  The:  Ety¬ 
mological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by  : 
The  Prince  of  Argolis :  A  Story  of  the 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  Small  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  with  130  Illusts.,  3s.  6d. 
Tales  of  Old  Thule.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch: 
A  Northern  Oddity.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Society  in  London.  By  A 

Foreign  Resident.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Society  in  Paris:  The  Upper 
Ten  Thousand.  By  Count  PaulVasili. 
Trans,  by  Raphael  Ledos  de  Beau¬ 
fort.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex..  6s.  [Preparing. 

Spalding.-Elizabethan  Demon¬ 
ology  :  An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the 
Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  Them.  By  T. 
A.  Spalding,  LL.B.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  5s. 

Spanish  Legendary  Tales.  By 

Mrs.  S.  G.  C.  Middlemore,  Author  of 
“  Round  a  Posada  Fire.’’  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Speight  (T.  W.),  Novels  by^ 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 
Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 
A  Barren  Title.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  ls.6d. 
Wife  or  No  Wife?  Cr.  8vo,  picture 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  13.  6d. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  Demy  8vo,  lq. 
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Spenser  for  Children.  By  M. 

H.  Towry.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  with 
Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Starting  in  Life:  Hints  lor 

Parents  on  the  Choice  of  a  Profession 
for  their  Sons.  By  Francis  Davenant, 
M.A.  Post  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

Staunton. — Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess;  Together  with  an  Analysis 
of  the  Openings,  and  a  Treatise  on 
End  Games.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald.  New 
Edition,  small  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 


Stedman  (E.  C.),  Works  by: 

Victorian  Poets.  Thirteenth  Edition, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  9s. 

The  Poets  of  America.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  9s. 

Sterndale. — The  Afghan  Knife: 

A  Novel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 

dale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Stevenson  (R. Louis), Works  by : 

Travels  with  a  Donkey  in  the 
Cevennes.  Sixth  Ed.  Frontispiece  by 
W.  Crane.  Post  8vo,  cL  limp,  2s.  6d. 

An  Inland  Voyage.  With  Front,  by 
W.  Crane.  Post  8vo,  cl.  Ip.,  2s.  6d. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Second  Edit.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

New  Arabian  Nights.  Crown  8vo, 
cl.  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

The  Silverado  Squatters.  With 
Frontispiece.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 6s. 
Cheap  Edition,  post  8vo,  picture 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Prince  Otto:  A  Romance.  Fourth 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Merry  Men,  and  other  Tales  and 
Fables.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Underwoods :  Poems.Post8vo,cl.ex,6s. 

Memories  and  Portraits.  Fcap.  8vo, 
buckram  extra,  6s. 

Virginibus  Puerisque,  and  other 
Papers.  A  New  Edition,  Revised. 
Fcap.  8vo,  buckram  extra,  6s. 

St.John. — A  Levantine  Family. 

By  Bayle  St.  John.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 


Stoddard. — Summer  Cruising 

in  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illust.  by  Wallis 
Mackay..  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra  33.  6d, 


Stories  from  Foreign  Novel¬ 
ists.  With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim¬ 
mers.  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  b4s.,  2s. 


St.  Pierre. — Paul  and  Virginia, 

and  The  Indian  Cottage.  By  Ber- 
nardin  St.  Pierre.  Edited,  with  Life, 
by  Rev.  E,  Clarke.  Post  8vo,  cl.  Ip.,  2s. 

Strutt’s  Sports  and  Pastimes 

of  the  People  of  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c., 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.  With  140  Illustrations.  Edited 
by  Wm.Hone.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s. 6d. 

Suburban  Homes  (The)  of 

London :  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite  London  Localities,  their 
Society,  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 
With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates,  and 
House  Accommodation.  With  Map  of 
Suburban  London.  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.6d. 

Swift’s  Choice  Works,  in  Prose 

and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait, 
and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the 
Original  Edition  of  “  Gulliver’s 
Travels.”  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Swinburne  (Algernon  C.), 

Works  by: 

Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works 
of  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne. 
Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Atalanta  in  Calydon.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chastelard.  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  7s. 
Poems  and  Ballads  First  Series. 

Fcap.  8vo,  9s.  Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Fcap.  8vo,  9s.  Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Noteson  Poems  and  Reviews.  8vo,Is. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  8vo,  10s.6d. 
Bothwell:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,12s.6d. 
GeorgeChapman  :  An  Essay.  Cr.Svo.  7s. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Essays  and  Studies.  Crown  8vo,  12s. 
Erechtheus  :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Note  of  an  English  Republican  on 
the  Muscovite  Crusade.  8vo,  Is. 
Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Songsof  the  Springtides.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
Studies  in  Song.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Tristram  of  Lyonesse,  and  other 
Poems.  Crown  8vo,  9s. 

ACentury  of  Roundels.  Small  4to‘ 8s. 
A  Midsummer  Holiday,  and  other 
Poems.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 

Marino  Faliero :  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Miscellanies.  Crown  8vo,  12s. 
Locrine :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  6g. 


24 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Symonds. — Wine,  Women,  and 

Song:  Mediaeval  Latin  Students’ 
Songs.  Now  first  translated  into  Eng¬ 
lish  Verse,  with  Essay  by  J.  Addington 
Symonds.  Small  Svo,  parchment,  6s. 

Syntax’s  (Dr.)  Three  Tours: 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland¬ 
son’s  droll  page  Illustrations  in  Colours 
and  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C. 
Hotten.  Med.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Taine’s  History  of  English 

Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

Taylors  (Bayard)  Diversions 

of  the  Echo  Club:  Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

fay  lor  (Dr.  J.  E~F.L.S.),  Works 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of 
Plants:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and 
Conduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom. 
ColouredFrontispiece  and  ioo  Illust. 
Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and 
Where  to  Find  Them :  A  Handbook 
for  Students.  With  331  Illustrations. 
The  Playtime  Naturalist  :  A  Book  for 
every  Home.  With  about  300  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

[. Preparing . 

Taylor’s  (Tom)  Historical 

Dramas:  “Clancarty,”  “Jeanne 

Darc,”“’Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,”  “  The 
Fool’s  Revenge,’’  “  Arkwright’s  Wife,” 
“Anne  Boleyn,”  “  Plot  and  Passion.” 
One  Vol.,  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6(1. 
***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa¬ 
rately,  at  Is.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord) :  A  Biogra¬ 
phical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Thackerayana:  Notes  and  Anec¬ 

dotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading'.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Cressida.  |  Proud  Maisle. 
The  Violin-Player. 

Thomas  (M.). — A  Fight  for  Life : 
A  Novel.  By  W.  Moy  Thomas,  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Thomson’sSeasonsand  Castle 

of  Indolence.  With  a  Biographical 
and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  fine  Illustra 
tions  on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Works  by 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed¬ 
ward  Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus¬ 
trations  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.  in  Colours, 
facsimiled  from  Turner’s  Original 
Drawings.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  61. 
Old  Stories  Re-told.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s  6d. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.  Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
in  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.  With  many  Illusts. 
English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen¬ 
tricities:  Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.  With  nearly  50  Illusts. 

T rollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marion  Fay. 
Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

Post  8 vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
John  Caldigate.  |  American  Senator 

T  rollope(FrancesE.),Novelsby 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

_ Mabel’s  Progress.  1  Anne  Furness. 

T rollope  (T.  A.).— Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Trowbridge.— Farnell’s  Folly: 

A  Novel.  By  J.  T.  Trowbridge.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Turgenieff.  —  Stories  from 
Foreign  Novelists.  By  Ivan  Turge¬ 
nieff,  and  others.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra. 
2s.  6(1. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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Tytlep  (C.  C.  Fraser-).  —  Mis¬ 
tress  Judith:  A  Novel.  By  C.  C, 
Fraser-Tytler.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Tvtier  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride’s  Pass. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Lady  Beil. _ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Gitoyenne  Jacqueline.  Illustrated 
by  A.  B.  Houghton. 

The  Huguenot  Family.  With  Illusts. 
Buried  Diamonds. 

Disappeared.  With  Six  Illustrations 
by  P.  Macnab.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. 

Van  Laun.— History  of  French 
Literature.  By  H.  Van  Lau.4.  Three 
Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  Sd.  each. 

Villari.  —  A  Double  Bond:  A 

Story.  By  Linda  Villari.  Fcap. 
8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Walford  (Ed  w.,  M. A.), Works  by  : 

The  County  Families  of  the  United 
Kingdom.  Containing  Notices  of 
the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Educa¬ 
tion,  &c.,  of  more  than  12000,  dis¬ 
tinguished  Heads  of  Families,  their 
Heirs  Apparent  or  Piesumptive,  the 
Offices  they  hold  or  have  held,  their 
Town  and  Country  A  idresses,  Clubs, 
&c.  Twenty-seventn  Annual  Edi¬ 
tion,  for  1887,  cloth  gilt,  50s. 

The  Shilling  Peerage  (1887).  Con¬ 
taining  an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  Dates  of  Creation, 
Lists  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
Addresses,  &c.  32010,  cloth.  Is. 

Published  annually. 

The  Shilling  Baronetage  (1887). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  of 
the  Baronets  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32100, 
cloth,  Is. 

The  Shilling  Knightage  (1887).  Con¬ 
taining  an  Alphaleticai  List  of  the 
Knights  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates  of 
Creation,  Addresses, &c.  32mo,cl.,ls. 
The  Shilling  House  of  Commons 
(1887).  Containing  a  List  of  all  the 
Members  of  Parliament,  their  Town 
and  Country  Addresses,  &c.  New 
Edition,  embodying  the  results  of 
the  recent  General  Election.  32100, 
cloth,  Is.  Published  annually. 


Walford’s  (Edw.)  Works,  continued — 
The  Complete  Peerage,  Baronet¬ 
age,  Knightage,  and  House  of 
Commons  (1887).  In  One  Volume, 
royal  32010,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
Haunted  London.  By  Walter 
Thorneury.  Edited  by  Edward 
Walford,  M.A.  With  Illustrations 
by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Walton  andCotton’sComplete 

Angler;  or,  The  Contemplative  Man’s 
Recreation ;  being  a  Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing, 
written  by  Izaak  Walton;  and  In¬ 
structions  how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and 
61  Copperplate  Illustrations.  Large 
crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

Walt  Whitman,  Poems  by. 

Selected  and  edited,  with  an  Intro¬ 
duction,  by  William  M.  Rossetti.  A 
New  Edition,  with  a  Steel  Plate  Por¬ 
trait.  Crown  8vo,  printed  on  hand¬ 
made  paper  and  bound  in  buckram,  6s. 

Wanderer’s  Library,  The : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Wanderings  in  Patagonia;  or,  Life 
among  the  Ostrich- Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.  Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time. 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  Robt.  Cruikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By 

Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.  By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Lifce  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  ana  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
tegg.  With  22  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes.  By 
Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings: 
Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Ta¬ 
verns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Illusts. 
The  Genial  Showman:  Life  and  Ad¬ 
ventures  of  Artemus  Ward.  ByE.  P. 
Hingston.  With  a  Frontispiece. 
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Wanderer’s  Library,  The,  continued — 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks 
By  Jacob  Larwood.  With  Illusts. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  May* 
hew.  Illustrated. 

Seven  Generations  of  Executioners:  i 

Memoirs  of  tnc  Sanson  Family  (1688 
to  1847).  Edited  by  Henry  Sanson. 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South 
Seas.  By  C.  Warren  Stoddard, 
Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay. 

Warner*. — A  Roundabout  Jour¬ 
ney.  By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  of  “  My  Summer  in  a  Garden.” 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Warrants,  &c. : — 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  !.  An 
exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine  i 
Signatures,  and  corresponding  Seals. 
Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate 
the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.  Price  2s. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ¬ 
ing  the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza¬ 
beth,  and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.  Price  2s. 
Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Facsimile 
ot  the  Original  Document  in  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  5s. 
The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  m  Gold 
and  Colours.  Price  5s. 

Wayfarer,  The:  Journal  of  the 

Society  of  Cyclists.  Published  at  short 
intervals.  The  Numbersfor  October, 
1886,  and  for  January,  May,  and  Octo¬ 
ber,  1887,  are  now  ready. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the, 
with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.  By 
F.  W.  Cory,  M.R.C.S.  Eng.,  F.R.Met. 
Soc.,  &c.  With  10  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Westropp.— Handbook  of  Pot¬ 
tery  and  Porcelain;  or,  History  of 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  Hodder  M.  Westropp.  With  nu¬ 
merous  Illustrations,  and  a  List  of 
Marks.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4s.  6d. 

Whist.  —  How  to  Play  Solo 

Whist:  Its  Method  and  Principles 
_  Explained,  and  its  Practice  Demon¬ 
strated.  With  Illustrative  Specimen 
Hands,  and  a  Revised  and  Augmented 
.  Code'of  Laws.  By  Abraham  S.  Wilks 
and  Charles  F.  Pardon.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  8s.  6d.  [ Shortly .  ' 


Whistler  s(Mr.)  “Ten  o’clock.” 

Uniform  with  his  “  Whistler  v.  Ruskin : 
^Art  and  Art  Critics.”  Cr.8vo,ls.  [Shortly. 

Wiliiams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.SJq 

Works  by : 

Science  Notes.  See  the  Gentleman's 
Magazine.  Is.  Monthly. 

Science  in  Short  Chapters.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illusts.,  2s.  6d. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 

Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Popular 
History  of  Darwinian  and  Allied 
Theories  of  Development.  3rd  ed. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex. .with  259  Illusts.,  7s.  6d. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note¬ 
book.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6tL 
Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio¬ 
logical.  Third  Edit.,  with  New  Pre¬ 
face.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Illusts.,  6s. 
Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.  With 
numerous  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 
Common  Accidents,  and  How  to 
Treat  them.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wil¬ 
son  and  others.  With  numerous  II- 
lusts,  Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

Cavalry  Life. 

Regimental  Legends. 

Women  of  the  Day  :  A  Biogra¬ 
phical  Dictionary  of  Notable  Contem¬ 
poraries.  By  F’rances  Hays.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Wood.— Sabina:  A  NoveT  By 

Lady  Wood  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Wood  (H.  F.)— The  Passenger 

from  Scotland  Yard:  A  Detective 
Story.  By  H.  F.  Wood.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases: 

A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and 
Out-of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  cheaper  issue, 
_ 8vo, cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d.  ;  half-bound,  9s. 

w r ig ht  (T homasTWVorks  by7~ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 
(The  House  of  Hanover.)  With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broad¬ 
sides,  Window  Pictures,  &c. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Profusely 
Illustrated  by  JAW.  Fairholt,F.S.A. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Castaway.  |  The  Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 
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NEW  NOVELS. 


In  Exchange  for  a  Soul.  By  Mary 
Linskill,  Author  of  “The  Haven 
under  the  Hill,”  &c.  3  Vols.,  cr.  8vo. 

The  Deemster:  A  Romance  of  the  Isle 
of  Man.  By  Hall  Caine,  Author  of 
“  A  Son  of  Hagar,”  &c.  3  vols.,  cr.  8vo. 

Radna;  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of 
1881.  By  the  Princess  Olga.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero.  By  D.  Christie 
Murray.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


The  Heir  of  Llnne.  By  Robert 
Buchanan.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Pine  and  Palm.  By  Moncure  D.  Con¬ 
way.  2  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Seth’s  Brother’sWife.  ByHAROLDFRED- 
eric.  2  Vols.,  cr.  8vo. 

Every  Inch  a  Soldier.  By  M.  J. 
Colquhoun.  Three  Vols.,  cr. 8vo. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  ByD. Christie 
Murray  and  Henry  Herman.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
By  H.  F.  Wood.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


THE  PICCADILLY  NOVELS. 

Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors.  Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 

Philistia. 

In  all  Shades. 

BY  THE  A  UTHOR  OF  “ JOHN 
HERRING.” 

Red  Spider. 

BY  W.  B  ESA  NT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

My  Little  Girl. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

With  Harp  and  Crown 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 

By  Celia’s  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years’  Tenant. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  B  ESA  NT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains’  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster.  |  Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 


MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar 
The  Village  Comedy, 

You  Play  me  False. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 
Lady. 

TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel’sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
“  I  Say  No.” 

Little  Novels. 


New  Magdalen. 

BY  DUTTON  COOK. 

Paul  Foster’s  Daughter. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 


BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 

Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Annan  Water.  The  New  Abelard. 
Matt.  Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet’s  Guardian. 

BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. | Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 


Our  Lady  of  Tears. 

Circe’s  Lovers. 

BY  M.  BETH AM-EDW ARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One. 

A  Real  Queen. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Harl. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

ftobln  Gray. 

What  will  the  World  Say  ? 

In  Honour  Bound. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

A  Heart’s  Problem. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

The  Golden  Shaft. 

Fancy  Free. 

Of  High  Degree. 

Loving  a  Dream. 

A  Hard  Knot. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Prince  Saroni’s  Wife 
Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

Love — or  a  Name. 

BY  SIR  A.  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

Thornicroft’s  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

That  other  Person. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

“The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Ke  nball. 

Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord  P 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family 
“My  Love!”  |  lone. 
Paston  Carew. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

by  justin  McCarthy. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

Donna  Quixote. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camiola. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL 
Quaker  Cousins. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open  !  Sesame  !  |  Written  in  Fire. 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


Life’s  Atonement. 
Joseph’s  Coat. 

A  Model  Father. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 


Coals  of  Fire. 
Val  Strange. 
Hearts. 


BY  MRS.  0  LI  PH  ANT. 
Whiteladies. 


BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Lost  Sir  Massing- 
berd. 

Best  of  Husbands 
Walter’s  Word. 
Less  Black  than 
We’re  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 

High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
A  Confidential 
Agent. 


From  Exile. 

A  Grape  from  a 
Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only. 
Some  Private 
Views. 

The  Canon's 
Ward. 

Talk  of  the  Town. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 


BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  |  The  Foreigners. 
Mrs.  Lancaster’s  Rival. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  |  Foul  Play. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  I  A  Simpleton 
A  Woman-Hater.  |  Readiana. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

The  Jilt. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals. 


BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother’s  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales’s  Garden-Party. 
Weird  Stories. 


BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 


BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

Guy  Waterman. 

Two  Dreamers. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  contimted — 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS . 
Joan  Merryweather. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

Gideon’s  Rock.  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.  Sebastian. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

Proud  Maisie.  |  Cressida. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now. 

Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness. 

Mabel’s  Progress. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride’s  Pass. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 

The  Huguenot  Family. 

Lady  Bell. 

Buried  Diamonds. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


BY  EDMOND  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ? 

Valerie’s  Fate. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 

Strange  Stories. 

Philistia. 

Babylon. 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

BY  W.  B ESA  NT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan.  |  My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

By  Celia’s  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

’Twas  in  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years’  Tenant. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  B  ESA  NT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains’  Room. 

All  In  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack, 


BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 
Chronicles  of  No-man’s  Land. 


BY  BRET  HARTE. 


An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Californian  Stories. 

Gabriel  Conroy.  |  Flip. 

Maruja.  |  A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


The  Shadow  of 
the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  th 


The  Martyrdom 
of  Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 

Mine. 


BY  MRS.  BURNETT , 
Surly  Tim. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 


BY  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet’s  Guardian. 

BY  M  ACL  AREN  COBBAN. 

The  Cure  of  Souls. 


BY  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 


BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonina 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 


Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
Wilkie  Collins,  continued. 


Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  P 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 


Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel’sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
“I  Say  No.” 

The  Evil  Genius. 


BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  From  Midnightto 
Transmigration.  Midnight. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune. 


MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |  Frances. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

The  Village  Comedy. 

You  Play  me  False. 

BY  DUTTON  COOK. 

Leo.  |  Paul  Foster’s  Daughter. 

BY  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 


BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe’s  Lovers. 

BY  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.  Nicholas  Nickleby 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Loveli. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 

Roxy. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 

Bella  Donna.  |  Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  [  A  Real  Queen. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  H.  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  MAIN  FRI SWELL. 

One  of  Two 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capet  Girls. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  the 
World  Say  ? 

In  Honour  Bound, 
in  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

In  PasturesGreen 
Queen  of  the  Mea¬ 
dow. 

A  Heart’s  Problem 

BY  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin’s  Guests. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke. 


The  Flower  of  the 
Forest. 

Braes  of  Yarrow. 
TheGolden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 

Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 

A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart’s  Delight. 


BY  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Dick  Temple. 

BY  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton’s  Bayou.  |  Country  Luck. 
BY  ANDREW  HALLWAY. 


Every-Day  Papers. 

BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter’s  Sacrifice. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 


BY  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  I  Sebastian  Stroma 

Ellice  Quentin.  |  Dust. 

Prince  Saroni’s  Wife. 

Fortune’s  Fool.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
BY  SIR  ARTHUR  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 

The  Lover’s  Creed. 

BY  TOM  HOOD. 

A  Golden  Heart. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 

’Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornicroft’s  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  MARK  KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions 
BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

“The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott  Castle. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kembali.. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
E.  Lynn  Linton,  continued — 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord  P 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

“My  Love.”  |  ione. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 


by  justin  McCarthy 


Dear  LadyDisdain 
The  Waterdale 
Neighbours. 

IViy  Enemy’s 
Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 


IViiss  Misanthrope 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a 
Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 


BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evi!  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

BY  IV.  H.  MALLOCK. 


The  New  Republic. 

BY  FL ORENCE  MA  RR  YA  T. 


Open!  Sesame 
A  Harvest  of  Wild 
Oats. 


A  Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Air. 
Written  in  Fire. 


BY  J.  MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 


BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
ALife’sAtonement  |  Hearts. 

A  Model  Father. 

Joseph’s  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

By  the  Gate  of  the 
Sea. 

Val  Strange. 

BY  ALICE  O'HANLON 
The  Unforeseen. 

BY  MRS.  O  LI  PH  A  NT. 
Whiteladies. 


Way  of  the  World. 
A  Bit  of  Human 
Nature. 

First  Person  Sin¬ 
gular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 


BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe’s  Fortunes. 

BY  QUID  A. 


Held  ih  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flag3. 
Idafia. 

Cecil  Castle- 
main  e’s  Gage. 

T  ricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle'  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 

Signa.  fine. 

Princess  Naprax- 


TwoLittleWoodcn 

Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrelle. 

I  A  Village  Com¬ 
mune. 

1  Bimbi. 

|  Wanda. 

I  Frescoes. 

|  In  Mare  mm  a. 

Oth  mar. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 


I 


BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Lost  Sir  Massing- 
berd. 

A  Perfect  Trea¬ 
sure. 

Bentinck’s  Tutor. 
Murphy’s  Master. 
A  County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman’s  Ven¬ 
geance. 

Cecil’s  Tryst. 
Clyffards  of  CiyfFe 
The  Family  Scape¬ 
grace. 

Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 
Walter’s  Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 
What  He  Cost  Her 
Humorous  Stories 
Gwendoline’s  Har¬ 
vest. 

£200  Reward. 


Like  Father,  Lika 
Son. 

Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath 

Him. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Not  Wooed,  but 
Won. 

Less  Black  than 
We’re  Painted. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

;  High  Spirits. 

Carlyon’s  Year. 

A  Confidential 
Agent. 

Some  Private 
Views. 

From  Exile. 

A  Grape  from  a 
Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit:  A  Memory. 

I  The  Canon’s  Ward 
I  Talk  of  the  Town. 


BY  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 
BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 


Valentina.  |  The  Foreigners. 
Mrs.  Lancaster’s  Rival. 

Gerald. 


BY  CHARLES  READE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash.  \  Peg  Woffington. 
Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Simpleton.  A  Woman-Hate v. 

Readiana.  The  Jilt. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals. 

BY  MRS.  J.  IT.  RIDDELL. 

Her  Mother’s  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales’s  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories.  |  Fairy  Water.' 
The  Uninhabited  House. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange, 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
BY  JAMES  RUN  Cl  MAN. 
Skippers  anc!  Shellbacks. 

Grace  Balmaign’s  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

BY  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

BY  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 

A  Levantine  Family. 

BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

One  Against  the  World. 

Guy  Waterman. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

Two  Dreamers. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 

Heart  Salvage.  |  Sebastian. 

BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

The  Ring  o’  Bells. 

Mary  Jane’s  Memoirs. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights.  |  Prince  Otto. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  |  Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 

A  Fight  for  Life. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Frau  Frohmann. 

Marion  Fay. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

John  Caldigate. 

By  FRANCES  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea 
Anne  Furness.  |  Mabel’s  Progress. 

BY  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell’s  Folly. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF ,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
BY  MARK  TWAIN. 

Tom  Sawyer.  |  A  Tramp  Abroad. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent 
of  Europe. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 

What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride’s  Pass. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Lady  Bell. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 
BY  LADY  WOOD. 

Sabina. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
Castaway.  |  The  Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

POPULAR~SHILLING  BOOKS. 

Jeff  Briggs’s  Love  Story.  By  Bret 
Harte. 

The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By 

Bret  Harte. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough’s  Diamonds.  By 
Julian  Hawthorne. 

Kathleen  Mavourneen.  By  Author 
of  “  That  Lass  o’  Lowrie’s.” 
Lindsay’s  Luck.  By  the  Author  of 
“  That  Lass  o’  Lowrie’s.” 

Pretty  Polly  Pemberton.  By  the 
Author  of  “That  Lass  o’  Lowrie’s. ” 
T rooping  with  Crows.  By  Mrs.  Pirkis 
The  Professor’s  Wife.  By  Leonard 
Graham. 

A  Double  Bond.  By  Linda  Villari. 
Esther’s  Glove.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 

Curly.  By  John  Coleman.  Illus¬ 
trated  by  J.  C.  Dollman. 

Beyond  the  Gates.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid’s  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  ByE.S. Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.  By  E.  S. 
Phelps. 

Doom :  An  Atlantic  Episode.  By 
Justin  H.  MacCarthy,  M.P. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited  by 
Justin  H.  MacCarthy,  M.P. 

A  Barren  Title.  By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Wife  or  No  Wife  ?  By  T.  W.  Speight. 
The  Golden  Hoop.  By  T.W.Speight. 
How  the  Poor  Live.  By  G.  R.  Sims. 
A  Day’s  Tour.  By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
The  Silverado  Squatters.  By  R. 
Louis  Stevenson. 
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